ODES, ELEGIES, 


BALLADS, PICTURES, 
INSCRIPTIONS, SONNETS, | 


PARTLY TAKEN FROM THE FADED FLOWERS, 
A GARLAND, NOT YET PUBLISHED ; 


INTERSPERSED WITH SEVERAL INTERESTING 
PARTICULARS RELATIVE TO ANTIENT IRELAND. 


TO WHICH ARE PREFIXED, | | 
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THE TEARS OF THE BRITISH MUSE. 


A NEW EDITION, W W AND ENLARGED BY 


THE AUTHOR, JOHN WALL, A, M. CHAPLAIN TO THE 
RIGUT HON, THE COUNTESS DOWAGER 
OF BARKRYMORE, 


Hat ego. Movit Amer gemmatas aureus alas, 
Et mibi, « propoſitum per ce, dixit, Opus." 


D Y B L I N: 
THOMAS EWING, 


[rack 28, 7d. half.] 


HE Author truſts the following Pieces to 

the Candour of the Public, without any 
great Anxiety for the Mode of their Reception. 
He is conſcious that a Defect of Genius is not the 
Character of hi s Country, although it may, occa- 
fionally flag, for Want of due Encouragement. 


He is filled with great Ideas, when he reflects 
that his native Land was once the Theatre, where 
a Dallan, an Angus, an Uſſin, a Doyne, and a 
Spenſer, flouriſhed. And however our Climate 
of late may have felt a diſagreeable Change; he 
perceives it is till capable of producing the moſt 
beautiful Flowers. 


To the Judgment of the Public he has alſo 
fudied to ſhew a proper Attention; and hopes 
in this new Impreſſion of a few of his leſſer 


Pieces, to have in ſome Degree availed himſelf 
of their juſt Animadverſiont. | 


As he has not paſſed wholly without Cenſures, 
fo he does not here fludy to conceal them. One 
Ting, however, he cannot without Pleaſure 
obſerve, that the Striftures have neither been 
numerous, nor unanſwerable. . 


He flattert himſelf, he has no Enemy: The 
Cenfures of Friends he has now ſtudied to re- 
move, by additional Stanzas, and Notes, 

' where the Connection or Senſe before had been 
doubtful. De he is at the ſame Time con- 
| ſcious that there are certain Difficulties unavoid- 
ably inſeparable from that Boldneſs and Abrupt- 
neſs which make the. Chara#teriftic of Lyrical | 
Pieces. 


As to the Notes, be ſhould be otherwiſe tempted 
to doubt whether they do not rather require an 
Excuſe, fince he conceives that ſomething is fill to 


be left to the Ingenuity, Learning, and Imoefligh- 
tion of bis Judges. 


Ta omit a foreign Ornament of natural or pe. 
litical Hiſtory, when it can be introduced with 
Propriety, merely leaſt: the Piece ſhould appear 
out of the common Line, were to imitate the 
| abſurd Conduft of a Swiſs Painter, who in- 
troduced. Whiſkers inte the Coſtume of all his 
| Characters, to render them more familiar to his 
Cauntrymen. 


I bat is alledged againſt Poetry in general, 
he believes will be rather found a Refleftion ou 
the Age, than on the Art, ſince thoſe who are ca- 
pable of glorious Deeds, can never deſpiſe the 
Monuments of them. | 


To conclude—Let that Perſon look to his own 
Character, whoever he be, that ſhall venture in 


general Terms to vilify an Art which has been, 


thro all Ages, the Delight of the moſt illuſtrious 
Perſons : which was the firſl Language of 
the World, and the favourite V. ehicle of divine 
Communications to Men : which has always been 
thought to confer a Character of Sanctity on its 
Profeſſors: And (to cliſe the higheſt Pane- 
gyricwith the brighteſt Example) which has been 
approved, defended, patronized, and practiſed 
by the incomparable Sir Philip Sydney. 


Q OTE ADERANT VATES REBAR ADESSE DE0s. 
Chancery-lane, March 13, 1772. 
Ea Tus FapeD FLOWERS mentioned in the Title, 


are a larger Collection in Proſe and Verſe, which will 
be ſhortly publiſhed by the Author. 
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THE TEARS OF THE BRITISH MUSE 3 


OCCASIONED BY THE NEGLECT OF POETRY IN 
THE LATE ROYAL INSTITUTION OF AN 
ACADEMY FOR ARTS, 
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TO THE AUTHOR, 


FFF 


Hob, who with kindly-ſbielding Arm baſt led 
The weeping Muſe from Britain's rocky Shore, 
When Peer nor Prince would patronize ber more, 

To are in Erion's Yale, thy lowly Shed ! 


Thou that baſt ſhown her all the Hand: Lore, 
It's Groves, where boly Seers have oft been bred, 
1's Streams, which holy Feet bade wiſited, 

It's Halls, that rung With boly Harps of yore ! 


Fairly, bleſt Bard ! ob fairly haſt thou ſped ! 
And now, what Meed has Britain's Muſe in Store? 
I bat Braid for him of Blooms unzwitbered, : 
Who brought to Erion's Vale the Hermit oer? 
The Muſe was filent—Erion ſmiÞd, and ſaid, 
« My Uſtin's Wreath-=1 gave bis Harp before.” 
B. G. 


1 


AN ACCOUNT OF THE INSTITUTION OF 


' THE-ROYAL ACADEMY FOR ARTS. 


Li Dec. 18, 1768. 

HE MaJjzsTY, ever ready to encou- 

rage uſeful Improvements, and always 
intent on promoting every Branch of polite 
Knowledge, hath been graciouſly pleaſed to 
inſtitute in this Metropolis a Ro YAL Aca- 
DEMY OF Ak rs, to be under His Ma- 
JEST Y's own immediate Patronage, and under 
the Direction of forty Artiſts, of the firſt 


Rank in their ſeveral Profeſſions. 


The principal Object of this Inſtitution is 
to be the Eſtabliſhment of well regulated 
SCHOOLS of DEsIGN, where Students in 
the ARTs may find that Inſtruction which 

| B 


EW] 

hath ſo long been wanted, and ſo long wiſhed 
for, in this Country ; for this End therefore, 
there will be a WINTER ACADEMY of liv- 
ing Mops of different CHARACTERS, 
to draw after; there will alſo be LayMEn, 
with all ſorts of DRAPERIES, both antient 
and modern, and choice CasTs of all the 
celebrated ANTIQUE STATUES, GRovurs, 
and BASS O-RELIEVOS. Nine of the ableſt 
Academicians, elected annually from amongſt 
the forty, are to attend theſe Schools by Ro- 
tation, to ſet the FicuREs, to examine the 
Performance of the Students, to adviſe and 


inſtruct them, and to turn their Attention to- 


wards that Branch of the ARTS, for which 
they ſhall ſeem to have the apteſt Diſpoſition. 


And, in order to inſtru& the Students in 
the Principles and Laws of CoMrosi rio, 
to ſtrengthen their Judgment, to form their 


S 


Taſte of Dzs1G6N and CoLopnine, to 


point out to them the Beauties, and Imper- 
fections of celebrated Performances, and the 


particular Excellencies, and Defects of great 
MAsTERs, to fit them for an unprejudiced 
Study of Books, and to lead them into the 
readieſt and moſt efficacious Paths of Study; 
there are appointed, a Profeſſor of PAlN - 


ING, a Profeſſor of Axc HITEC TURE, one 


of ANATOMY, and one of PERSPECTIVx, 
who are annually to read a certain Number 
of public Lectures, in the Schools calcu- 
lated for the Purpoſe above recited. | 


Furthermore, there will be a Library of 
Books of ARCHITECTURE, SCULPTURE, 
PAINTING, and all the Sciences relating 
thereto; alſo of PrinTs, BASRELIETs, 
VASES, TROPHIEs, ORNAMENTS, antient 
and modern DREsSEs, CusToMs, and CE- 


L 


REMONIES, INSTRUMENTS of WAR and 


ARTS, UrENSILS of SacRirick, and all 


other Things uſeful to Students in the Ax rs. 


The Admiſſion of all theſe Eſtabliſnments 
will be free, to all Students properly qualified 
to reap the Advantage from ſuch Studies as 
are there cultivated. The Profeſſors, and 
Academicians, who inſtruct in the ScHooLs, 
have each of them proper Salaries annexed to 
their Employments : as have alſo, the 'Trea- 
ſurer, the Keeper of the Royal Acanpemy, 
the Secretary, and all other Perſons employed 
in the Management of the ſaid Ins TITUrI- 
ON; and HIs MaJjesTyY hath, for the pre- 
ſent, allotted a large Houſe in Pall-Mall, for 
the Purpoſe of the Schools, &c. 


And that the Effects of this truly Ro vA 
InsTITUTION may be conſpicuous to the 


E 
World, there will be an annual EXHIBITION 
of PAIN TIN GS, SCULPTURES, and D- 
SIGNS, open to all ART1isTs of diſtinguiſhed 
Merit, where they may offer their Perfor- 
mances to public View, and acquire that De- 


gree of Fame and Encouragement, which 


they ſhall be deemed to deſerve. 


But as all Men, who enter the CAREER of 
the ARTS, are not equally ſucceſsful, and as 
ſome, unhappily, never acquire either Fame, 
or Encouragement, but after many Years of 
painful Study, at a Time of Life when it 1s 
too late to think of other Purſuits, find them 
ſelves deſtitute of every Means of Subſiſtence ; 
and as others are, by various Infirmities inci- 
dent to Man, rendered incapable of exerting 
their Talents; and others are cut off in the 
Bloom of Life, before it could be poſſible to 


provide for their Families: His MEST, 


1 1 
whoſe Benevolence and Generoſity overflow 
in every Action of his Life, hath allotted a 
conſiderable Sum annually to be diſtributed, 


for the Relief of indigent Artiſts, and their 
diſtreſſed Families. 


This is but a ſlight Sketch of the Inſtitu- 
tion of THE ROYAL Ac ADpDEMY Or ARTS; 


yet fufficient to convince the World, that no 
Country can boaſt of a more uſeful Eſtabliſh- 


ment, nor of any eſtabliſhed on more noble 


Principles. 


The following Elegy was written at the De- 
fire of a Nobleman of diſtinguiſbed Learning and 
Taſte, who had undertaken to make it ſerve as 
the Author's Introduction to the Royal Acade- 
my for Arts in England. It is uſeleſs to tell by 
what Means this firſt Intention was diſappointed : 


* vii ] 


Let him who can be pleaſed with ſuch a tri- 
fling Performance, reap a Benefit the Author never 


enjoyed. 


The Britiſh Muſe, who is adorned by the 
Poet with all the Arts and Accompliſhments of 
every Age and Nation, complains, that when a 
late Inſtitution has provided for her Siſter Arts, 
ſhe alone is excluded from the Beams of Royal 
Bounty. Her Complaint ends with a Petition 
ta the King for the Redreſs of her Grievances, 


Any further Illuſtration added ta the occaſional 


Notes were needleſs. 


Fw | 


SONNET to the K INE; with the follow- 
ing ELEGY. 


O mighty Monarch of the Brave and Free, 
Accept what Gifts Britannia's Muſes bring : 
The Heralds They of ſacred Liberty, 
By whoſe eternal Charter Thou art Xing“ 


Phcebus, encircled by the tuneful Ring, 
Attends to offer Incenſe at thy Shrine : 

Low at thy Foot their golden Lyres they fling, 
And hymn the Praiſes of the Azzian Line. 


And ſee the valiant Race appear in View, 


Sprung from Attilius, that fam'd Roman Chief ! 

Queen and Royal Infants ſhine beneath: 

But how ſhould I ſuch dazzling Scenes purſue, 
Painter too mean for ſuch a bold Relief! 

Accept, O mighty KING, this laureat Wreath. 


a_ by. am—_ 
+ ts d Pg % 4 p 
"Ws 


1 1 
CT 1. 9 2 


[9] 


ELEGY I. 


TO THE KING, 


THE TEARS OF THE BRITISH MUSE, 


FIRST WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1769. 


E SIDE a Rock by daſhing Waves o'erthrown, 
The Muſe of Britain lay, in Sorrow drown'ld : 
Sunk are thoſe Eyes, that once, in Luſtre ſhown, 
Could raiſe a Paradiſe of Flow'rs around ! 
Ee 5 
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Once ſhe was fair=O ſhe was paſſing fair! 
Not Geraldine e er gleam'd with gayer Light! 
Not Sacchariſſa could with her compare 
Not Gloriana's ſelf more glorious bright! 


But now, the Flow'rs are faded from her Brow : 
Pale, on her Rainbow-Veſt, the Streaks divine : 

No wond'ring Nations at her Footſtool bow, 
Nor Princes make their Offerings at her Shrine. 


Beneath her lay full many a Trophy ſpread, 
The fad remains of many a faded Clime : 

And many a Garland pluck'd to deck her Head 
So Britain gathers all the Spoils of Time. 


The Emblems of her Art were laid beſide, 

The Lyre, the Pipe, the Shell by Poets prais'd : 
And many a druid ſhadow dim deſcry'd 

From Folla's Ile, the Song of ſorrow rais'd. 


If Britain laughs, fond Erin learns to ſmile : 
It Britain mourns, can ſhe refuſe to weep ? 
So link'd, the Genius of each ſiſter Iſle: 
So Fates divide the Empire o'er the deep. 


When Arts revive, when Glory crowns the Muje 
Of Albion, Erin joins in rapturous Airs; 

As her own Wreath, her Siſter's Crown ſhe views ; 
As her own Grief, her Siſter's Woe ſhe ſhares, 
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Dark was the dreary Night, and loud the Storm, 
When I beheld the melancholy Maid; 

And wild Deſpair, and Death, and every Form 
Of Fear, the ſolitary Haunt invade, 


And oft ſhe look'd upon a canker'd Roll, 
Wherein were regiſter d the Days of old: 

And eier ſhe yet had open'd half the Scroll, 
Down her wan Cheek the briny Torrent roll'd 


Slowly ſhe roſe, and ſadly way'd her Hand —— 
And is there left (ſhe cry d) no Hope for me 

No Hope for me, in my lov'd native Land, 
Lov'd native Land, the Land of Liberty? 


Should I alone, of all the Sifter-Arts, 
Be forc'd my antient Honours to reſign ? 
A painful Exile, driv'n to foreign Parts, 
With ſavage Tribes, in ſavage Waſtes to pine 


Yet me the Picture hails her Guide; my Page 
The Sculptor's Hand directs, my Strains inſpire 3 
I form the Prince, the Warrior, and the Sage, 
And tune to lofty Themes the ſacred Lyre. 


What is Cæcilia's boaſted Art to mine? 
Her fenſeleſs Sounds, to my cceleſtial Lays ? 
To Reaſon's Rule I frame her Touches fine, 
And higher ſtill her Diapaſon raiſe. 
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Amphion built by Sounds the Theban Wall; 


But did th* harmonic Wall ſo long remain, 
In Homer's Verſe, as Ilium's Turrets tall? 
Or Thebes, immortal in Papinian Strain ? 


It fair Cæcilia yet ſhould boaſt her Skill, 
And wake her hundred Stops to lofty Rage; 
Great Dryden to her Name applies his Quill, 
And ev'n Cecilia brightens in his Page. 


How all our Paſſions Myfic's Pow'r obey, 
In Perfia's Conqu'rar when the Poet ſhews, 
Timotheus learns new Muſic from his Lay; 
To him her boaſted Influence Mufic owes. 


Why ſhould I to my Siſter Picture bend? 

Have Milton's Michael Julis's Gods outſhone ? 

Can Angelo's Laſt Day with Young contend ? 
Vies Paolo's Cato with my Addiſon ? 


The trembling Arts long fear'd the Thund'rer's Nod, 
His awful Brows lay unattempted long ; 

Till deathleſs Hamer dar'd deſcribe the God, 
And Sculpture caught Expreſſion from the Song. 


Thus by my Pow'r the kindred Arts in fair 
Alliance grew, where Grace with Grace contends ; 

The varying Words enliven'd Mufic's Air, | 
And bold Relief to Tixts the Sculptor lends. 
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Who but the Muſe has Pow'r o'er Time and Fates ? 
What Archite# keeps Cities from their Falls? 
Who but the Myſe preſerves their hundred Gates? 

Their ſacred Domes records, and lofty Walls? 


Of old, in fair Creation's youthful Day, 
Ere Man to venal Arts had form'd his Tongue, 
What vigorous Senſe and Fancy bade him ſay, 
Aſſiſted by my pow'rful Aid, he ſung. 


But, ſince the Race are dwindled, ſince their Hours 
Are few and guilty on the darken'd Earth, 


Corrupted Hearts, falſe Tongues, and weaken'd Pow'rs, 
To cold and artificial Proj gave Birth. 


In thoſe firſt Days I reign'd in gorgeous Pride, 

And tow'red Memphis heard my Lyre reſound ; 
The Picture join'd, and Sculpture by her Side, 

To grace, with emblem'd Pomp, the Rites profound. 


Where now are thoſe deep Things, the Sons of Seth 
Inſcrib'd in Figures dark on Columns high ? 


When leaves the Breaſt of Man his mortal Breath, 
How all his Thoughts and bold Inventions die! 


Nor fell they yet, till Memnon caught the ſound, 
And on his Feet the Hieroglyphics grav'd 

Explain'd to all the wond'ring Nations round ;— 
The Samian hence his Leſſons ſage receiv'd, 
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Hence Plato with a Berkeley's Soul aroſe; 
And He, unvext amid domeſtic Strife; 

And He, whoſe Lore miſconſtru'd many Foes 
Uprais'd, but none to match his blameleſs Life ! 


Bleſt Man! whoſe Life could tempt a lofty Bard 
Ev'n his miſtaken Tenets to defend ! 

Bleit Man ! who now enjoys that high Reward 
Of Joy, he knew on Earth to recommend ! 


But who is ſage? And who is counted wiſe ? 
And who is learned in all myſtic Lore? 

See from the Wave Gamaliel's Pupil riſe— 
So ſtands a Rock againſt the Ocean's Roar! 


How great the truly Wiſe ! How ſoar the Good 

Above the baſe of high or low Degree 

How Virtue for her Friends hath oft withſtood 
Wounds, Death, and Torments, glorying to be free / 
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Hail, antient Freedom ! antient Glory, hail ! 

* And hail, ye Suns, that bleſt my brighter Days, 

When Athens ſaw me cloath her Chiefs in Mail, 
And bear them dauntleſs to the Liſts of Praiſe ! 


= — — 


. a” 


The Graces met me by Ilyſus Wave. 
Old Tjber next preſents his ſtately Views; 

Till laſt, where Albion's Rocks the Tempeſt brave, 
I rot, and ſince am call'd The BRTTISH Musk. 
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And from that Time (O Time, O happy Time l) 
When Albion's ſnowy Cliffs firſt met mine Eyes, 
Than Mincius more, or Arno's od'rous Clime 
My Camus now, and Ji, Bank I prize. 


Yet there, ev'n there, ev'n in thoſe ſacred Seats, 
Rais'd to preſerve the ſacred Muſe's Lore, 

My Trees neglected yield but ſickly Sweets; 
The Briti/h Muſe pines on the Britiſb Shore. 


Well may my Trees be wither'd, fail my Fruits, 
And pallid Moſs my ſickly Boughs o'erſpread : 

Since He, my GRAY, who knew to tend the Shoots, 
And twine the Tendrils into Bow'rs, is dead. 


What Pomps funereal glimmer on mine Eye? 
O whither does that long Proceſſion tend? 
From Learning's Seat to Glory's Manſion high, 

Behold the laft of Britiſh Bards aſcend, 


Why groans yon Gate upon its Hinge of Steel ? 
Old Camus grieves to let his Poet go 

What Shock is that which Eron's Turrets feel ? 
Her's too he was; e alſo ſhares the Blow. 


Ah wherefore yawns that Cavern? whither lies 


Yon radiant Road? He told, the Bard who knew 
And trod that Path—Ye Great, ye Brave, ye Wiſe, 
Hear it, ye Fair! yon Cavern opes for You ! 


F. 
þ 


5 


Where are the Honours thrown into the Grave? 

Th' attendant Bards ? The Friend's pathetic Call? 
Who now repays the gen'rous 'Tear He gave 

To pale Affliction ? Tis ſad Silence all. 


Save that from yonder cloifter' d Way there breaks 
Something of awful Import on mine Ear ; 

Something that means far more than Echo ſpeaks ! 
Or Voices breathe ! or mournful Breezes bear 


How ſacred is the Bard ! Mycene's Prince 
Departing from his Lady, Legends ſay, 

Left Bards who might of awful Truth convince 
Her Mind, and charm by Songs all Ill away. 


How ſacred is the Bard] how great his Soul! 
How wide his Pow'r! how excellent that Art 
Which every frantic Pafſion can controul, 
And to each goodly Purpoſe form the Heart ! 


To ſooth the poor Afﬀflited, to ſubdue 

Th' Oppreſſor's Wrong, with haughty Vice to ſtrive, 
To wean weak Mortals from each ſelfiſh View, 

And in their Breaft keep all the God alive, 


From Motives ſuch as theſe, in ev'ry Land 

Among the firſt, high Bards have honour'd been; 
Sage Counſellors, who uſeful Projects plann'd ; 

And holy Prieſts, whoſe Brows are wreath'd in green. 
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In ev'ry Clime they had their Lands affign'd 
Of Old, that Wealth in them might Virtue meet 
On Earth, and Ranł diſplay the gen'rous Mind: 
Such the Reward of Arts and Accents ſweet! 


How ſacred is the Bard ! How from his Roof, 
When Macedon's bold Youth had Thebes alarm'd, .. — _ 
The Miniſters of Vengeance kept aloof! 


And holy Awe molt ſavage Boſoms warm'd ! 
7 


Who now aſſumes his golden Chair? Who now 
Affects the haughty Prize which he obtain'd ? 
Who ſcales like him Parngſſus' lofty Brow, 
And dares to ſnatch a Wreath ſo hardly gain'd ? 


Mine were the Honours to the Poet paid ! 

Mine were the Songs he rais'd ! the Wreaths he won! 
For me his Tints Apelles Hand diſplay d, 

For me the Buſt, the Parian Statue ſhone ! 


Hoa ſacred is the Bard! Behold where dwelt 
Electra's Poet, when the hoſtile Glare 

Threaten'd his Walls, ſuch Pow'r have Strains to melt, 
The Poet's Verſe averted Ruin bare! 


How: ſacred is the Bard] Arion, ſav'd 
By Dolphins from the Seamen's cruel Rage, 
With grateful Toil the Sculptor's Hand engrav'd, 
His Mem'ry to preſerve thro ev'ry Age 
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How ſacred is the Bard! When Orpheus old 
Down Hemus Hills the Stream of Muſic wound, 
Obſequious Foreſts follow'd where it roll'd, 
And Ice in vain th' exulting Torrents bound! 


How ſacred is the Bard! Bright Truth his laſt, 
His firſt, his ſole, and ever new Deſire ! 

Who hopes the future, who enjoys the paſt, 
And carols what extatic Thoughts inſpire ! 


Where dwells this genuine Bard? Who now reveres 
The venerable Truth ? Who dares engage 

With Error's venom Brood confirm'd by Years, 
To ſhine like Bacon, thro' a twilight Age? 


Of ſpheric Chains, and Laws beyond the Moon 
That Comets bind, while one bold Mafter raves, 
Let Gauls dance nimbly to the ſervile Tune, 


Mean Comments on weak Laws! a Race of Slaves 


Let Britons ſtill be free! free as the Wind ! 
Free as the Wave that thunders o'er their Sands ! 
Whom no weak Chains, no tyrant Terrors bind ! 
And one invited Race alone commands! 


Theirs is the vaſt immeaſurable Line 


Of Science deep from Erin old declar'd, 
Theirs is the Druid Sage, the bleſt Divine, 
And theirs the Rapture of the ſacred Bard! 
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O lead me to the Bard, beſide thy Plains, 
Sweet Vs! or by Camus hoary Towers! 
Where ſits he wrapt in high immortal Strains, 
Till all his Senſe ſome ſacred Trance o'erpow'rs ! 


Twas from theſe Manſions up to God aroſe 
The Temple's Glory, Herbert; ſuch the End 
Of thoſe who all their Lives with God repoſe ; - 
All Heav'n, and Me the heav'nly Muſe, their Friend! 


Who loves high Lore, yet lights thee, modeſt Mede ? 
Liv'd a Divine, who Light-foot e er diſdain'd ? 
"Till ev'ry Virtue's Legend none ſhall read, 
Still Spenſer keep thy Crown ſo juſtly gain'd ! 


Alas, the mournful Change! From Learning's Seat, 
Who now attend me? where my choſen Train? 


Save when I ſeek my Warton's calm Retreat, 
All mournful, unattended I remain, 


Where are my Arthurs now, my Alfreds where ? 
Are all my Rites forgot, my Shrines effac'd ? 

Can I be ever, ever baniſh'd there | 
Where Freedom has her bright Pavilion plac'd ? 


Since that fad Hour when from Plinlimmon's Height 

I faw by barb'rous- Hands, my Offspring ſlain, 
What Hope remain'd for me? what Joy? what Light? 
Save diſtant Gleams of Guelfo's glorious Reign? 
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And when from Lifey's beauteous Banks, the Bards 
Proud Amrac's Son could cruelly diſplace, 
A Settlement ſerene, and fair Regards 


They found from Rodoric's illuſtrious Race. 


Hence Uliiz's Glory brighten'd in their Lays, 
When dark Oblivion's Shade o'ertook their Foes : 
To Ulliz's high Renown, and Redoric's Praiſe, 
From 1's wild Hills the Voice of Dallan roſe. 


Yet he would ſometime fing—* Fam'd Amrac's Son * 


Was gen'rous once. The Dimond of his Veſt | 
He gave the Bard—Since all his Deeds are done, 
Peace to the Monarch of the narrow Breaſt !* * 


'Then could I in twelve hundred Sons rejoice, 
But Time awhile to Fame its Period brought ; 


Ceas'd holy Angus] mute was Dallan's Voice 
The Poet and the Muſe alike forgot! 


So thick a Darkneſs over Albion grew, 

A Monkiſh Cloud of Ignorance and Sloth ; 
Wherein each goodly Bloſſom, fair to view, 

Grew pale, and ev'ry Branch forgot its Growth! 


It was a Night of Horror and Diſmay ! 
A Night, unfriendly to each gentle Art! 
Dead was each Virtue, cold the Poet's Lay, 
And Superfiition froze up ev'ry Heart. 
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From hence I date the Period of my Woes. 
Chaucer in vain reprov'd the drowſy Race. 

Wav'd Wings unwieldy, heavy Altars roſe 
To me the Finiſher of ev'ry Grace! 


But why ſhould I with Morkiſh Foes engage? 
Since yet a ſadder Tale I can-rehearſe ; 
Ev'n courtly Athens in a darken'd Age, 
Saw Plumes expand, and Altars riſe in Verſe ! 


Then Britain's fav'rite Bow'r, of Force, I left, 
Where dead was ev'ry Art and ev'ry Song, 

Of ev'ry Joy, of ev'ry Hope bereft ; 
Since ev'n my Chaucer felt th Oppreſſor's Wrong! 


For her dead Kings and Bards a calm Retreat 
Auguſta ſaw, when Peter's Dome aroſe. 

But ah, what Tombs encircle Voices ſweet ? 
What Domes the tuneful Spirit can encloſe 


What Joy to me, though to their bleſt Remains 
Barbarian Eyes with Zeal tormenting croud ? 
If thoſe, who never reliſh'd courtly Strains, 
The mean Inſcription learn to ſpell aloud ? 


Long had J linger'd in the ſavage Shade, 

But for thoſe fav'rite Names, to whom I lent 
My skill, to whom my Viſions I convey'd, 
And led them forth, the Nation's Ornament ! 
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But Chief, for that fam'd Race from Azzo ſprung, 
(Whom long may Heav'n to Britain's Pray'rs allow !) 
I oft appear'd Germania's States among, 
And, all unknown, in Britain wander now. 


And ſhall I leave that Race, for whom I choſe 
To twine the Chaplet of immortal Fame, 

For whom I cropt whatever Pindus ſhows, 
Or Pencur Bowers, or Piſa's honour'd Stream? 


And muſt I Britain leave? can J forget, 

While round her Breaſt the Guardian-Oceans roll, 
Her Virtues, for the World's great Pattern ſet ? 

Her honeſt Eye, tranſparent to the Soul? 


NoI can ne'er forget, forget to tell 
In Selma, when the feaſt of Shells was high, 
Where for the flaming Hearth whole Foreſts fell, 
How honour'd ! how careſs'd ! how bleſs'd was I! 


There many a Nymph, array'd in Beauty's Smile, 


And Stripling trim my Gambols joy'd to lead; 
Arial Harps were ſweetly heard the while, 
And frolic Pleaſures wanton'd o'er the Mead. 


"Twas in thoſe hallow d Days of grey Renown 
My Minſtrel grew, by viſionary Springs 

He ſlept ; from ſome ſtupeadous Mountain's Crown, 
His Eye quick-darting, caught magnific Things, 
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Then would he take the Harp, and boldly glance 
His frantic Fingers o'er th' extatic Chords, 


Till Heav'n, all vanquiſh'd, to the Poet's Trance 
Inſpir'd, by ſtrange Infuſion, magic Words! 


Thus grew the Song, all rapturous as the Sounds, 


Such was the Theme! high Nature heard her Praiſe, 
With Tranſport trembling through her diſtant Bounds, 
And to herſelf aſſum'd thoſe fi of Lays. 


The Tempeſts, under Heaven that madly rave, 
The ſtorm- ſhot Hail, the hoarſe-reſounding Shore, 
The Bark juſt whelm'd beneath the daſhing Wave, 
The Lightning's Glare, the Thunder's ruſhing Roar, 


The Miſſetoe with wond'rous Spell indu'd, 
The Oak whence ſacred Metoe is rear*d, 

The Stone renown'd of Adder's poiſonous Brood, f 
From Druid's awful Cave the Rites rever'd, 


The rev'rend Wood for Beaſts a ſullen Shade, 

The ſhatter'd Vale, the Mountain's gloomy Side, 
The Hamlet from its peaceful Joys diſmay'd, 

The antique Abbey through the Trees deſcry'd, 


The Echo mournful from yon mould'ring Wall, 
The clamorous Hound, the Sportſman's early Horn, 
The Lark's enraptur'd Throat, the Fountain's Fall, 
The Sheepcote Bell, the Melodies of Morn : 
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Such are the Scenes that o'er his Soul ariſe, 
His Soul, by Nature's awful Hand impreſs'd, 


Wherein enſhrin'd above each low Diſguiſe, 
Her fav'rite Throne has ſeraph Fancy drefs'd. 


Where now are gone my Wreaths of ev'ry Bough ? 
My Druids bending with the Weight of Time, 
My holy Minſtrels where? ſage Beatty now 
Alone has Skill to dictate Songs ſublime ! 


Or if to Erin's Shore my Fancy turns, 
What laurel now can hapleſs Erin claim? 
Tho' but one Breaſt with Minitrel Genius burns, 
The niggard Race will ſcarce allow it Fame! 


Erin alas how chang'd ! to Virtue fair 

How loft ! how fall'n from each ingenious Art! 
For facred Lore and unpolluted Air 

Once fam'd, where ey'ry Science held her Mart! 


If ev'ry Art to her its Scyon ſent 
To blow ſecure in her parental Shade, 

To her the Scyons not in vain were lent, 
With tenfold Bearing ſhe the Fruit repaid ! 


There Virtue reign'd with Temperance his Bride, 
Fairer than Poets dream, or Faxcy paints ! 

From Ower's Iile to Slaney's ſilv'ry Tide, 
The Druid Songs proclaim'd the Land of Saints. 
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Her ſought from ev'ry Clime the learned Train, 
The Danans came from Scandia's wizzard Shore, 
Her Arts, her Celtic Liberty, how vain ! 
'The Seat of Arts and Virtue, now no more ! 


All, all are gone! Yet once my Fame aroſe, 
Tho' now the Muſe's Glory is o'ercaſt : 
Then had I Sons to ſing me to repoſe, 
Ah Songs and tuneful Voices, whither paſt ? 
x 
Next Tityrus me woo'd, a rev'rend Name, 
Who tun'd his Reed to many a courtly Tale: 
And Hawthornden's ſweet - piping Shepherd came 
Whoſe Loves enchanted Ora's beauteous Vale. 


Then liberal Nature all ſhe could impart 
To Shakeſpeare gave, to grace her fay'rite Son. 
His was each Key that opes the Human Heart, 
Himſelf a Mu e, for he and I were One. 


Breathe ſaft, ye Gales, ye Torrents, gently flow, 
Ye Rocks, be molded to a ſofter Size ! 

Shine forth, ye Gems! ye Flow'rs ſpontaneous blow 1 
Behold for me a new Arcadia riſe EF 


Who, who, performs ſuch Wonders? He who ſings 
So deftly, Albion's wonder, Aftrophel ! 
Hark, he invites each Bird of airy Wings 
To vie in Notes, but none can ing ſo well! 
E 
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What cannot Jong? Each Paſſion's Pow'r it tames : 
Each venomous Nature it to Love reſtores : 

Its Pow'r Earth, Ocean, boundleſs Air proclaims ! 
And Heav'n re-echoes from her beryl Floors! 


The Moon forgets her Shining, by the rude 
Force ſtricken ! or diſplays a double Orb 
The Planets ſwim in magic Seas of Blood 


That blaze o'er Earth, and dying Suns abſorb ! 


The Comets wind through deſolated Space 
Their boding Tails ! th' affrighted Stars deſcend 
From their bright Houſes ! Earth forgets her Place 
Such ſtrange Effects on wond'rous Song attend. 


The Force of Words by Zerdoaftres taught 
What but the Force of Song, and myſtic Senſe ? 
Cong did, whate'er the Taliſman hath wrought, 
And all my new Arcadia grew from thence. 


*T was there the Faithful Shepherdefs was ſeen 

In Courts ſo rarely found; bluſh, Ladies, bluſh ! 
There the Sad Shepherd, of deſpairing Mein, 

Still ſeeks his Love beneath each ſcented Buſh ! 


When Swift appear'd to praiſe my ſiſter Muſe, 

His Stella's Birth-day o'er the World to ſpread, 
How all Caftalia ſhed for him her Dews, 

And Myrtles breath'd their Odours round his Head | 
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O Swift ! how dreadful to thy Country's foes, 
How careleſs, yet how forceful was thy Lay l 

Thy Soul undaunted, Stateſmen to expoſe, 
And blend the Patriots with the Poets Bay 


"T'was 11 to Berkeley every Virtue gave, 
And Parnel's Soul confeſs d my holy Pow'r ; 
"Twas I inſpir'd the Viſions of his Cave, 
Ere Pope to Heay'n return'd from Tait nam Bow'r ! 


How is my ſacred Seaſon all decay'd, 
That late o'er Thompſon, breath'd a golden Gale 
Since Shenflone periſh'd from the paſt'ral Shade, 
How pines each Grace in Haghy's kindred Vale. 


O Leaſowes, by the tuneful Planter rais'd , 

Ye awful Grots! ye Fanes! ye ſculptur'd Urns ! 
Ye Graces in this Attic Page ſo prais'd, 

What Hand Barbarian now your Grace o'erturns ? 


Ye Leaſowes, ev'ry Muſe's Haunt fo late, 
What Gothic Hand this Ruin dire has dar'd ? 
Alas! tis plain; O this World's changeful State 
He, he is dead, your Planter and my Bard! 


He, he is dead, the ſweeteſt, gentleſt Breaſt 
That ever knew to tune a Pipe fo well; 
He, he is dead! O ſoftly may he reſt, 
And Palms for ever flouriſh round his Cell ! 
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And can I paſs thee, Deyne, unnotic'd by, 
While ſoft Italia Words and Airs ſhall lend? 

For whom what Muſe can ever ceaſe to figh ? 

The ſweeteſt Poet! the ſincereſt Friend! 


How dear to me the Preſents Collins brought ! 
He card my Voice, my Songs he made his on, 
My Tyre lie ſtrang, my magic Fire he caught! 
Vet ah, how ſoon the tuneful Spirit's flown ! 


And many more me lov'd, and all admir'd 
From earlieſt Time, to Glory's lateſt Stage. 
The Songs 1 ſung, the Themes that I inſpir'd, 
The bag Gods, could Gods and Men engage, 


Shall they, my Siſters, born on me to wait, 
My younger Sister Hand-maids of the Nine, 
Shall they uſurp my Thronegaffect my State, 
My ſtately Port, and Majeſty divine? 


Should I, who ſung to Gods and Heroes old 
To Freedom's gen' rous Sons e'er ſue in vain: 

I fir'd with gallant Thoughts the Chieftain bold 
Who pour'd his Life on Calgrave's fatal Plain. 


When the third Edward, borne on Virtue's Car, 


| Scal'd the ſteep Road to Glory's radiant Dome, 
At Creſſy, I maintain'd th* unequal War, 
And brought the Warrior, crown'd by Congueft, home. 
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The Great of ev'ry Age my Pow'r adore. 
Freedom's fam'd Champion, on Philippi's Field, 
The lonely Night, my Odes repeating o'er, 
His Breaſt, to Deeds of noble daring, ſteel'd. 


Who would not bend his Eye, when Collin pays 
The fun'ral Tear to proſtrate Sydney's Herſe ?. 

Who will not look, where Coley frames the Lays, 
And Hervey ſhines all glonous, in the Verſe ! 


Still Atenſide his gentle Haſtings ſings. 

And Maſon finds a Friend in D' Arey (till. 
Forbid it Virtue, that the beſt of Kings 

Alone ſhould flight the Muſe's heav'nly Skill! 


Forbid it gracious Head n, forbid it Truth, 
Forbid it Piety, forbid it Fame, 

Forbid it Fate, that Guelfo's royal Youth 
Should change for mimic Fires my living Flame ! 


Yet ev'a the ſavage Tribes my Influence own——— 
Beneath th' impetuous Sun, o'er Realms of Snow, 
From Zembla's Sky, to Delli's blazing Throne, 
Ev'n on the Tenglio Bank my Roſes blow! 


My rapt'rous Song the chill Siberian chears ! 
The Arab harks, and turns his flying Steed ! 
Me in his Foreſt, Chili's Native hears ; .. 
For me, the gen'rous Sons of Baſtia bleed! 
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For me, gay Light aſſumes it varying Dyes, 
And Nature opes her Boſom of Perfume : 


I ſooth the Virgin's Care, the Matron's Sighs, 
And wake, to wond'rous Life, the filent Tomb! 


Wha ever mourn'd, and I deny'd to hear? 
To Virtue dead, could I the Lay refuſe ? 
That Henry's Pangs yet draw the Britsfþ Tear 

Fame owes to Britain's Elegiac Muſe. 


"Twas I gave Milton intellectual Eyes 

When dark his mortal Ken, o'er Heav'n to ſtretch : 
To me obedient glitt'ring Seraphs riſe, 

Since Hayword brought all Pow'rs within my Reach, 


The Fays that guarded Gloriana's Reign, 


That oft their Spexſer met at Midnight Hour, 
Thoſe horrid Hags that haunted Cawwdor's Thane, 


All crouch to me All Nature owns my Pow'r, 


And is no Place for me in Britain's Iſle 
Where once the feſtal Night I could prolong ? 
And Foy, and Glory, grew beneath my Smile, 
And ſoft-ey'd Peace, and Freedom's matchleſs Song! 


15 there no Hope for me: She ſaid no more, 
But Tears, and Sighs, ſuppreſs'd her Notes divine. 

All pale, ſhe fell upon the blighted Shore 
To heal her Woes, O mighty GEORGE, be thine ! 


ELECY II. 


TO A FRIEND AT ROME, 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1764. 


8 * * of Manners gentle as thy Race 
Whom genial Fates have led to ſofter Clines, 
Throꝰ breathing Stone the god-like Soul to trace, 
And read the coined Ruſt of antient Times. 


Whether old Rome thy pleas'd Attention claim, 
Her Chiefs and Sages croud thy wond'ring Eyes, 
Or pale and trembling at her proſtrate Name, 
Thy Soul affect the Trafts where Virtue flies, 


What ſhall a Muſe all unaffay'd and weak 
Attempt, to gain thy kind, yet judging Ear? 
Ev'n ſhould thou hear, the public Voice will ſpeak, 
"Twas only Geatleneſs that made thee hear 


For thou wert ever gentle, ever Kind: 
A heart of Softneſs, Meekneſs, Humbleneſs ! 

To others Faults and glaring Follies blind 1 

Nice Cenſor, thy own Failings to reprels! 
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Yet, (nor let Hope deceive me) yet to Thee 

Its Author's Abſence may the Song commend : 
Small Value bears all Good we nearly fee ; 

But Mem'ry moſt of all endears a Friend. 


If mildly thou accept the weak Eſſay, 
More to invite thee, from a different Scene, 
Thy native Land, arrives the Poct's Lay 
And Proverbs tell, that diſtant Fields are green“ 


Nor let the Ideot World with Thee prevail 
Who ill the Muſe's Lore have underſtood ! 
Tho' Ignorance blaſpheme, and Folly rail, 
Her facred Voice ſhall ſtill delight the Good! 


Hark to the Dictates of the Siduey Line 
Her Bards ! her Chiefs unmoy'd by tyrant Rage 
Still ſhall the Bard's the Patriot's Flame divine 
Her Glory bear thro' every diſtant Age! 
Yon proſtrate Amphitheatre behold— 
Art pauſes to bewail its faded Pride 
Thro” lofty Gates where ruſh'd the Warrior bold, 
Beneath th' inverted Arc pale Adders glide ! 


Scarce now his wonted Seat Quirinus knows 
Was fair Campania once, this fenny Plain ? 

Are theſe the Hills whence Rome majeſtic roſe 
O'er Punic Pride, the Britain of the Main ? 
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For this have Poets ſung? Did Heroes bleed! 
See o'er his Urn exhauſted Tyber weeps ! 

How vain the Hero's Toil! the Poet's Reed! 
Here now her Court dark Superſtition keeps | 


Pity ! who drink Hyper:on's pureſt Ray, 
Whoſe tepid Shades indulge the vacant Hour, 
So ſoon forgot to Freedom's brighter Day, 


Should feel the bigot Scourge of tyrant Pow'r! 


To yon vaſt Mauſoleuh turn your Eyes 
O'er moulding Piles, the Skeleton of Rome ! 
Methinks I hear you ſay, * How proſtrate lies 
Bright Glory's Temple, now pale Horrors Tomb . 


How ſtately once She roſe | How fad to call 
The Mem'ry back, yet ſee her laid fo low! 
Like ſome majeſtic Statue, to its fall 
Tho' hurry'd, mighty in its Overthrow ! 


A Waſte of wond'rous Ruin ſpreads the Ground. 

The finewy Arm, the Limbs prodigious Length, 
Whoe'er beholds, how all his Senſe'is drown'd 

In one big Thought of wond'rous Size and strength 


Thus Rome the Empreſs of the World aroſe, 
With Arts and Laws by holy Numa grac'd ; 
In Arms She triumph'd o'er a World of Foes | 
Nor more in Arms ſhe triumph'd, than in Tae. 
F 


* 
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Yet ſhould her Poet, her Hiſforian Sage 

Of antient Rome be queſtion'd, what he thought; 
The Bard would ope to view a ghaſtly Page 

Th' Hiftorian tell you, Rome was ſold and bought 


So blindly all Things preſent we condemn ! 

Each diſtant Scene and Age, above our Own 
We prize: but were we once to viſit Them, 

How ſoon ſhould Farcy's Viſion be o'erthrown ? 


Nor think, tis Abſence plumes the Muſe's Wings: 
The Poet's Praiſe they merit who excel: 

What preſent ſhe beheld, ſhe abſent ſings 
If of thy Virtue ſhe aſpires to tell ! 


Behold ſhe leaves that Je where Freedom reigns, 
The Scene ſhe loves, to tempt the dang'rous Sea: 
For Ice-clad Alp deſerts her verdant Plains; 
And, through the Midſt of Peril, haſtes to Thee! 


O'er Alpine Hills aſtoniſh'd Fancy flies, 
Wild Scenes, where Hannibal impetuous paſs'd, 
Where Snows o'er Snows, on Mountains Mountains riſe 
And each new Terror ſtill ſurmounts the laſt ! 


If thence o'er Adria's Gulph your View thould range, 
How would pale Merry ſhudder at the View ! 

The Seat of Arms and Arts (O mournful Change) 
How ſunk from what deſpis'd Barbarian knew ! 
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The Land of Arts, now grown a Land of Thieves! 
A Land of ey'ry Vice and Paſſion baſe 
Their ſervile Faith a Soldan ſcarce receives, 
Deſpis'd Barbarians ſpurn the abje& Race! 
Were ſome great Lazwgiver again to riſe 
And ſcan the Wrecks, fince Grecia's evil Day, 
What Horrors ev'ry Way would haunt his Eyes! 
Reflect my S, what muſt Solon ſay ? 


Call forth brave Cincinnatus from his Plough, 

Once more to Rome, how chang'd wou'd ſhe appear? 
The Empreſs of the Nations dwindled now 

To Eunuch Notes and ſuperſtitious Fear / 


O let not Superflition damp thy Mind! 
Exceſſes too ſevere may never laſt ! 
To true Religion be thine Ear inclin'd ! 
But ne'er, O ne' er embrace the Monkiſh Faft ! 


Nature abhors Exceſſes. She ne'er taught 
The ſelf-inflited Pain! the Laſh! the Rod? 
She teaches to enjoy her Fruits unbought 
With humble Thanks, and bleſs our bounteous God. 


Foy is great Nature's firſt and high Command. 

So ſacred a Command ſhall Monks deſtroy ? | 
While Birds from ev'ry Bough their Wings expand, 
Inviting Nature's free-born Sons to Joy | 
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Why gleams gay Light o'er Liris' beauteous Vale? 
Why ſhines th Expanſe ſo blue? from yonder Grove 
Of Orange, uherefore breathes the ſpicy Gale ? 
Why? but for Joy? for Gratitude? and Love? 


Encreaſe is Heav'n's high Will. Shall Monks forbid, 
Unthankful Renegades, this bleſt Excreaſe ? 

Why ? but to be in dreary Clayſters hid? 
To roll in Crimes, pretending Chriſtian Peace ? 


The holy Truth of Chriſt once flourith's fain 
In Rome, on high his holy Croſſes way'd, 

Ere Avarice dire uſurp'd the Papal Chair, 
And Super ſittzon a whole Race enſlav d. 
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Rome is no more. Greece met her evil Hour 
Behold how mighty States have paſs d away 

| From true Religion, Virtue, Glory, Pow'r, 

To Superfittion, Luxury, Decay! 


| Thus Empires riſe and fall. So Things arrang'd 
| Riſe in their Place and Time, from whence they came 
Soon to return. Tho” all the World be chang d, 


Thou ſhine thro Life, my $* *, Kill the ſame, 


. 
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ELEGY III. 


TO A WATCH, STOLEN FROM THE AU- 
THOR AT THE THEATRE. 


WRITTEN AT COLLEGE IN THE YEAR 1764, 


1 of Friends whoſe myſtic Lore 
Could raiſe the Poet's Mind on high! 
And teach him to be vain no more, 
Since, born this Hour, the next we die! 


With thee how often has he trac'd 


Where Spring the bluſhing Graces leads; LAKE 


Or ey'd dark Winter's deep'ning Wafte, N. | 
Or baſk'd in Summer's flow'ry Glades! . 


How oft haſt thou in ſtudious Cell 
Heard him repeat his Taſk profound { 

Oft warn'd him ere the dreadful Bell 
Its Note of Preparation found ! 


How oft thy Hand and Dial fair 

End to his Reveries have put, 
And rous'd him to the Hour of Pray'r, 
Before the Chapel Doors be ſhut! 
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There, ſeated underneath the Pews, 
In Ranks where black-rob'd Elders ſit ; 
How often haſt thou ſeen him muſe, - 


While Mem'ry mourn'd the Dearth of Wit ! 


(If &er by ſage Damætas taught, 
Who lov'd to hear his young Eſſays, 
Thy Poet the firſt Prizes ſought, 
_ Give ſage Damætas all the Praiſe!) 


Are theſe the Scenes” he oft would fay, 

© Where Lawſon once could ſweetly fing ? 
© Where Huſſey late the poliſh'd Lay 

© Attemper'd to the Lyric String? 


© Yet he, tho' from theſe Scenes remov d, 
© Will never bear to be a Slave: 

Nor leave the gen'rous Thoughts he lov'd 
And learmd by Lifey's antient Wave. 


| He too perhaps may raiſe aloft, 
In Senate proud, his patriot Voice, 
Now manly clear, now winning ſoft, 


While thouſands ia the Sound rejoice * 


© Return'd to Heav'n from whence it came 
© Is ev'ry Spark of noble Rage 
Here only Leland feels the flame 
* And forms from Greece his claſſic Page. 
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s Whate'er of Eloquence remains 
In antient Book, does he transfuſe 

Into his own with curious Pains,— 
Thus inly would thy Poet muſe. 


No more beneath the ſtudious Cell 

His murmuring Labours ſhalt thou hear ! 
No more for aye thy warning Knell 

Shall rouze his inattentive Ear! 


Nor e er, with ſudden Joy elate 

His hurry'd wand' rings ſhalt thou guide ! 
Nor e' er attend his drooping Gait 

Along old Liffey's tow'ry Side ! 


Tho' raviſh'd by the Rufhan-hand 

Like Flow'rs in Deſarts loſt, you pine, 
Or lurk behind ſome ſecret Stand 

No more th' Aſſociate of the Vine, 


Yet may'ſt thou ne' er forget his Love 


Who clear'd each Morn thy glitt'ring Grace? 


Who taught thy vital Springs to move ! 
And rouz'd thee to the magic Race ! 


O if, devote to empty Fame, 
Forgetful of himſelf he ſtray; 
Or dwell too long on * *'s Name; 


Or ſoar too high with fire-clad Gray? 
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There, ſeated underneath the Pews, 
In Ranks where black-rob'd Elders fit ; 
How often haſt thou ſeen him muſe, - 


While Mem'ry mourn'd the Dearth of Wit! 


(If e er by ſage Dametas taught, 
Who lov'd to hear his young Eſſays, 
Thy Poet the firſt Prizes ſought, 
_ Give ſage Damætas all the Praiſe!) 


Are theſe the Scenes* he oft would ſay, 

© Where Lawſon once could ſweetly ſing ? 
© Where Huey late the poliſh'd Lay 

© Attemper'd to the Lyric String? 


© Yet he, tho' from theſe Scenes remov d, 
© Will never bear to be a Slave: 

Nor leave the gen'rous Thoughts he lov'd 
And learn'd by Liffey's antient Wave. 


He too perhaps may raiſe aloft, 
In Senate proud, his patriot Voice, 
Now manly clear, now winning ſoft, 


© While thouſands ia the Sound rejoice þ 


© Return'd to Heay'n from whence it came 
Is ev'ry Spark of noble Rage 

Here only Leland feels the flame 

* And forms from Greece his claſſic Page. 
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s Whate'er of Eloquence remains 
In antient Book, does he transfuſe 


Into his own with curious Pains,'— 
Thus inly would thy Poet muſe. 


No more beneath the ſtudious Cell 

His murmuring Labours ſhalt thou hear ! 
No more for aye thy warning Knell 

Shall rouze his inattentive Ear! 


Nor &er, with ſudden Joy elate 
His hurry'd wand'rings ſhalt thou guide! 
Nor e' er attend his drooping Gait 7 
Along old Lifey's tow'ry Side ! | 


—  ——__—_— — ——— 


Like Flow'rs in Deſarts loſt, you pine, 
Or lurk behind ſome ſecret Stand | 
No more th Aſſociate of the Nine, 1 


| 
| 
| 
Tho' raviſh'd by the Ruffian-hand | 
| 
| 


Yet may'ſt thou n&er forget his Love 
Who clear'd each Morn thy glitt'ring Grace! 
Who taught thy vital Springs to move ! | 
And rouz'd thee to the magic Race! 


O if, devote to empty Fame, f 
Forgetful of himſelf he ſtray ; 
Or dwell too long on * *'s Name; 
Or ſoar too high with fire-clad Gray? 
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Or haunt too oft the buſy Stage 
Where Roſcius raves his little Hour, 
Or under Love's too rig*rous Rage 
He periſh by conſuming Pow'r ; 


Or if he yainly courts the Muſe, 
Or ſtill more vain, . if ought can be 
More vain, admits ambitious Views; 
Still may the Memory of thee 


To ſoberer Thoughts recall his Soul, 
Since Life to Joy few Hours can ſpare : 
So may'ſ thou ſtill his Life controul ! 
So ſtill requite his tender Care 


* 


E L EGV IV. 


FROM THE FADED FLOWERS, 


, WAS near the City as I lay 
| At Leiſure in a verdant Field, 
Sweet was the Breeze of new-mown Hay, 
And ſweet the Fragrance Gardens yield ! 


Then I bethought, how mortal Life 
Knows not the Path it ought to take— 

Say, can ye chuſe the Tow'rs of Strife, 
O Fools, and peaceful Glenns forſake ? 


Thoſe Tow'rs involy'd in ſmoky Cloud, 
Where Malice lurks and midnight Stealth, 
There the pale Crew of Victims crowd, 
And leave thy Walks, O ſacred Health ! 


Hence, ye Profane ; retire with Awe !— 
Here do the penſive Pleaſures meet, 

Great Nature's myſtic Veil to draw; 

Approach, ye unpolluted Feet ! 


G 
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This purple Flab'r, how bright its Bloom! 
Far brighter than the golden Ore ! 


How ſimple is its ſoft Perfume ! 
But O——car Wzalth procure us more? 


How varies the gay Flow'ret's Gleam 

All as the wanton Zephyr plays! 
Should Nature's Tints in leſs Eſteem 

Be held, becauſe ſhe paints with Eaſe ? 


Hearſt thou yon Rivulet's tuneful Woes, 

And can'ſt thou love the Trumpet's Sound? 
Does Nature's Wardrobe yield to thoſe 

Quaint Dreſſes, that in Courts abound ?. 


And whoſoe'er has loſt a Friend, 
Nor finds him on the rural Plain, 
O ſay, where Diſcord's Haunts extend, 
Can he expect a Friend to gain Z 


If any ſhould deſire to know 
Who is it praiſes ſunny Springs, 
Remember, One hath written ſo 
That baſks not in the Smile of King,! 


* 


ODE I. FOR MUSIC, 


ON THE BIRTH OF THE PRINCE OF WALES, 


AS PERFORMED AT THE ROTUNDA 
IN AUGUST, 1770. 
THE MUSIC COMPOSED BY MR. THE, SMITH, 


DUETTE. 
SCEND, ye radiant Hours, aſcend, 
To gild the Forehead of the Morn ! 
Ye Zephyr, with glad Wings attend 1 
Now is the young Adonis born. 
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O waft him to thoſe od'rous Neſts, 

Where the ſacred Phenix reſts ; 

There let him court the roſeate Hours of Joy, 
Till higher Cares his Soul employ. 


Full CHORUS. 


There let him court the roſeate Hours of Joy, 
Till higher Cares his Soul employ. 


AIX. 


To Hyperion's Temple's flying, 
Trembling, panting, flutt'ring, dying, 
O'er Sabea's ſpicy Fields, | 
There his Neſt the Phenix builds: 
While, beneath the incens'd Sweets 
Entranc'd, a fragrant Death he meets ! 


RECITATIVE. 


He dies not ſo our Royal Phœnix dies, 
Behold ! to brighter Glory he ſhall riſe; 
Such Power has virtuous Fame to ſave 
The Memory of the Great and Brave. 


AIR. 
From thence to Heav'n, there ſprings anew, 
Of Colours rare a radiant Race, 
Whom wond'ring Nations wiſh to view ! 
Whoſe Pennons Fire can ne'er efface ! 


—_ * 
od 2 
„ 
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1. 


Such ſhall the bright Adoni: riſe 
Accompliſh'd in all glorious Arts, 
Who lingers yet to mount his Skies, 
While on a Wreath of Sweets he lies 
Shrin'd in his People's willing Hearts. 
RECITATIVE. 


Ev'n Foes obſequious crowd around the Wreath 
That decks his Limbs, th' enchanted Air to breathe. 
But ſay, O ſay, what Songs of boundleſs Praiſe . 
To Heaven Adonis” glorious Name ſhall raiſe ? 
Wilt thou in Arms like Cumbria's Hero ſhine ? 
Or ſhall thy Father's milder Praiſe be thine ? 
AIR, | 
As mighty George from Frederick flows, 
Pure Emanation of bright Flame ! 
So from our George another George there grows, 
Another, yet the ſame : 
Our young Adonis, and his Sire, 
Pure Emanation and bright Fire ! 
RECITATIVE. 


To wield the rightful Trident of the Main, 
Peace, and each milder Virtue in his Train, 

He comes Adonis comes, in Crimſon State, 
Attend him, Conqueſt ! and defend him, Fate! 
High on his Shield he bears th' Impreſs divine 
And valiant Deeds of Guelfo's glorious Line! 
Britons behold with bold prophetic Joy 

Their future HERO in the Royal Boy. 
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AIX. 


" Herne too the gen'ral Joy ſhall ſhare, 
And pour the rapturous Stram, 
From Diſcord ſafe, and free from Care, 
To bleſs her choſen Guelfian Reign 
That Love to Frederick once ſhe ſhow'd 
The Juft, the Pious, and the Good, 
To ſacred Virtue ever true, 
For Him ſhe ſhall renew ! 


DUETTE. " 


Aſcend, ye radiant Hours, aſcend 
To gild the Forehead of the Morn ! 
Ye Zephyrs, with glad Wings attend 
Now is the young Adonis born. 
O waft him to thoſe od'rous Neſts, 
Where the ſacred Phenix reſts ! 
There let him court the roſeate Hours of Joy, 
Till higher Cares his Soul employ. 


Full CHORUS. 


There let him court the roſeate Hours of Joy, 
"Fill higher Cares his Soul employ, 


*. 
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II. 


HYMN TO LIBERTY. 


ISTER of Jove! æthereal Flame! 
Who bid'ſ the vivid Lightnings roll, 

Moy'ſ to ſoft Harps the ſphery Frame, 
And wak'ſt to Extaſy the Soul! 


O! Parent-Source of ev'ry Good, 
Arrang'd thro' ev'ry nice Degree, 

How few have juſtly underſtood : 
Thoſe Laws of Order fram'd by Thee ? 


For Thee the Peet's Strain ſhall flow, 
Inſpirer of the vocal Strings ! 

And Philomel forget her Woe, 
To praiſe Thee by whoſe Aid ſhe ſings! 


For thee gay Zephyr waves his Plume 
Thine are the od'rous Gifts he bears? 
Thy Hours unlock each varying Bloom, 
And wake to Life the laughing Years! 


Thy Mail of old did Greece inveſt 

What Time the haughty Perſian fled ! 
Thy Terrors nodded from her Creſt 

When Rome rais'd high her awful head! 
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O who are now the choſen Race 
For whom thou leay'ſt yon lucid Sphere? 
To whom thou giv'ſt thy radiant Face 


To ſee, thy gorgeous Crown to wear? 


In what fair Ifle do'ſt thou prolong, 
To make a favour'd Nation bleſt, 

The high Reſolve, the Poet's Song, 
The Raptures of th extatic Breaſt ? 


*Tis Britain thy beſt Influence owns, 
And dumb Refpect and flaviſh Fear 
Bids the Wind waft to eaſtern Thrones! 

She happier far, while Thou art near 


And, under Heav'n, to thee ſhe owes, 
Thee, Goddeſs, ſprung in Erin's Caves, 
That ne'er her Boſom diſcompoſe 
Rude Winds, nor Fear her Soul enilaves ! 


If Albion's King has Pow'r, has Might, 
And boaſts a Reign of old Renown ; 

The Rank he holds is Erin's Right, 
And Erin's Liberty, His Crown! 


The Palms for Schomberg's Chief that grew, 
The naval Wreaths of Raſſel bold, 

The high Rewards to Valour due, 
By Thee the Siſter Nations hold 


l 49 J 


But Chief, as foremoſt now in Place, 
Beneath thy glorious Influence thriv'n, 

The Poet's Song ſhould Britain grace, 
To Britain the firſt Praiſe be giv'n! 


And ever, ever may ſhe boaſt 
By thee to conquer, with thee live ! 

Nor wail by factious Fury loſt 
That beſt of Bleſſings Heay'n could give! 


Nor yet by ſervile Fear betray'd, 
Nor yet by faithleſs Wiles ſubdu'd, 
See tyrant Pow'r thoſe Rights invade, 
Her Sons had purchas'd with their Blood ! 


The Name of the River Slany vas firfl introduced 
zo Ireland by one of the Attendants of Partholanus, 
as we are told in the Poem of Angus An, beginning, 
Adam aun. 


Ocrup bahẽ alm nama 

elt u pm ij ct mnd 
flanga ocur latgnne lop 

pugrndive ocur Panxndoloy. 

It was alſo adopted by one of the five Leaders of the 
Firbolgs, &c. 

The Country adjoining its Banks was antiently called 
Menapia, from a Colony who inhabited there. 

The miraculous Power of its Waters for expelling 
Poiſon, ſeems to bade been firſt diſcovered by the Druid 
who attended Cathluan, General of the Picts to Ireland, 
fo early as the Reign Heremon. 

This River was celebrated of old by many Druids and 
Bards, not entirely overlooked by Spenſer, and has 
been ſince introduced in many elegant Pieces by the Au- 
thor's deceaſed Friend, that divine Follower of Spenſer, 
the late accompliſhed PIII DoyNe, Eſq; ' 


To the Memory of whoſe Virtues and Genius 
May the following ODE, 
In Teftimeny of a grateful Mind, 
For repeated Inflances 
Of a moſt pure and difinterefied Friendſbip, 
BR SACRED! 
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ODE III. 
TO THE RIVER SLANY. 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1771. 


Et dixit moriens, Te nunc habet ifla ſecundum. 


88 ſandy Slane, beſide whoſe Springs 
My Fancy wand'ring wildly free 
In Viſion quaint to Mem'ry brings 
High Themes of runic Minſtrelfie! 
O ſwpeeteſt ſandy Slane let me, 
Along thy flow'ry Margin laid, 
Some Strain harmonions raiſe to thee 
As Spenſer charm'd Armulla's Shade ! 


Slany I praiſe thee not, of old 
That Chiefs, ambitious of thy Name, 
Imperial Lords and Barons bold, 
With mighty Deeds adorn'd the ame! 
Nor for that antient Draid's Fame, 
Who by thy Waters cur'd the IIls 
From Britain's poiſon'd Shafts that came 
Nor for a thouſand Poet, Skills! 
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Nor, that thy beauteous Borders ſhow 
All Colours of the ſpringing Year ; 

Nor, that thy ſapphire Sources gſow 
With ſunny Sands and Runnels clear ; 
*Tis not for this I hold thee dear, 

But for thy Doyne, our Valley's Pride; 
For whom ev'n yet thy chryſtal Tear 

Is pour'd, and pale thy flow'ry Side ! 


O were my Life, ſweet ſandy Slane, 
Sedate as o'er Menapian Dales 

Thy ſtately Courſe, and ſmooth my Strain, 
As penſive Colin's myſtic Tales; 
Not all the Wealth of Qraus Vales, 

The Pride that Zender's Dames diſplay, 
Nor all Panchaias ſpicy Gales, 

Could charm me from thee, ſandy Slay ! 


What golden Harp's cceleſtjal Sound 
Deſcends from Toſcar's broken Height ? 
| And who is He, with Roſes crown'd, 
Who faireſt ſhines in Shepherd's Sight, 
Soothing with Songs his gentle Sprite, 
While o'er his Head the Coronall 5 
Gay waves, with Impulſe of Delight, 
It's Bells and Myrtle-berries finall ? 
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I know thee, Doyne ! the Shepherd beſt 
That ever pip'd on paſt ral Reed 
I know that clear tranſparent Breaſt, 
Wherein no thought of Ill could breed, 
Nothing but gentleſt Word and Deed ! 
I know thee by that Garland trim, 
With Myrtles twin'd, thy beauteous Meed 
For Songs compos'd by Slany's Stream 


But wherefore are the Berries dry. 
And is it thus thou doom'ſ ta fade, 
Ah cruel Slaxe ! thoſe Spirits high, 
Who thee ſo gorgeoully array'd, 
In Leaves of everlaſting Braid ? 
Should he, whoſe Verſe thy Borders deck'd, 
Mong'ſt forlorn Shades, a forlorn Shade 
Go to the Houſe of cold Neglect? 


Now where is Mine? Where are they, 
Bleſt Bards, from Heav'n who Raptures ſtole 
To animate th* immortal Lay? 
And where is Doyae, ſweet Mufic's Soul? 
What Pow'r can Iron Fate controll ? 
The Monarch of extenſive Reign, 
The Bard whoſe Eyes in Frenzy roll, 
One narrow Vault ſhall ſoon contain. 
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But ſee! the Genius old aſcends 
From where abroad his lucid Tide 
Through Scenes of various Hue, he ſends, 
The Upland gray, the Foreft wide, 
The rugged Rock, the Garden's Pride: 
« What Stranger calls from coral Cave, 
« Where thro' long Ages I reſide, 
« The Genius old of Slam's Wave? 


« 'Think'| thou, my Bards are loſt in Death, 
« Whoſe Fame is o'er yon ſtarry Sky ? 
« How rich the Purchaſe, dying Breath 
«© Reſign' d, on boundleſs Wings to fly! 
6 Thou follow them, and never die. 
& Or if thou can't araife thy Reed 
To Strains of facred Liberty, 
6 Then, Stranger, thou ſhalt live indeed!“ 


Now thanks to thee, ſweet ſandy Slane ! 
But deign to tell me, where, O where, 
Is Hz the Joy of ev'ry Swain, 
And each Menapian Maiden's Care? 
Soars he in Heav'n, and heralds there 
The Glories of the heav'nly King? 
Or hears he, from onr darken'd Air, 
What Praiſes meaner Mortals ſing ? 
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Ah ſtop thy too, too haſty Flight. 
Bleſt Genius, why away fo faſt ? 
Why leaves thy Horns the golden Light ? 
Why is thy filv'ry Urn ofercaſt ? 
Wherefore ſo quickly wilt thou haſte 
Back to thy coral Bow'rs again ? 
An happier Shepherd meet thou may'ſt, 
But none ſincerer, ſandy Slaze ! 


I mark old Toſtar's gleaming Cloud, 
A beck'ning Form is on the Ray: 
I hear a calling Voice aloud 
And ſhall I raiſe great Spenſer's Lay? 
And gives he me his Pipe w play? 
And does he join his Pen to mine ?—— 
Ah where will thee thy Love betray ? 
It was not Colin, twas thy Doyne ! 


And mildly thou, O Yifor dear, 
Bleſt Bard, beſt Critic, friendlieſt Guide 
Accept, what not without a Tear, 
For thee thy Follower mean hath try'd ! 
Now farewel to this burniſh'd Tide 
And farewel to the broider'd Plain ! 
And never be thy Channel dry'd, 
But flow for ever, ſandy Slane ! 


The Reader of the following Ode will recolle4 that 
Gavra near Tamar, (or Tarah) was the Theatre of a 
bloody Battle between Cairbre of the inchanted Banner, 
King of Leinſter, and the Troops of Fionn of Allen, 
Father of Uſſin, whoſe Son Oſcar was flain in that 
Battle, in Company with many Kings. The above. 
mentioned Troops were called Fenè, in honour of their 
Leader, according to the frequent Cuſtom of Antiquity. 
The Cruelties of Sitric the Dane to King Bran are 
here occaſionally referred to. As alſo the Progreſs of 
Chriſtianity, under St. Patrick, in that Part Teffia 
(or Meath) which ſurrounds Tarah, and was an- 
tiently known by the Name Bregia. It began by 
the Converſion of the two Daughters of King Leogaire, 
ong of whom was called Ethne the' Fair, and the other 
Fedeline the Ruddy. The Red Sceptre was a Badge of 
Royalty peculiar to Ireland, as appears from a Paſſage 
in one of the old Songs imputed to Uſſin. This elegant 
Emblem of Powwer was introduced by the Pofterity of 
Niul, to commemorate the wonderful Virtue of Moſes's 
Rod, diſplayed in the Cure of Gadelas, Som to Niul, and 
Prince of Capacirunt, from the Bite of à Serpent. The 
Fergus mentioned here is the renown'd Fergus File 
whoſe Name has been thus beautifully handed down to us, 


do bi xlnguy pile 
7 ojepieohle nd lata 
dai nabpoyods pan 1mghon, &c. 
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ODE IV, 


WRITTEN AT TARAH IN THE YEAR 1771, 


Ano i abam opnav— uss. 


WII up to Tarah's awful Height 
I turn my trembling Gaze, 
Whereon of old was palac'd bright 
The Pomp of glorious Days : 
With many a Boſs of rey'rend Moſs 
The Turf indented round 
Still ſhews its State, and high Debate 
Still pants upon the Ground ! 


Above my Head, a tott'ring Pile ; 
Beſide, a ſtately Stone, 
That nodding, ſeems to point and ſmile 
At mighty Moles o'erthrown ! 
Thoſe Ruins bare to deſert Air, 
Thoſe Caſtles diſarray d, 
Has Ivy cloath'd, as if the loath'd 
The Wrecks that Time had made, 
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An Earl's fair Seat its Head declines, 
And, modeſt, ſeems to ſay, 
As o'er its hollow Lawn it ſhines, 
© Turn, Traveller, turn this Way ! 
© Aſpire who will to Tamar's Hill, 
Oer Gavra's gorey Springs, 
Alone are fit, thereon to fit 
© The Sons of Eirrion's King's 


« What Show'rs of Spears, what Show'rs of Blood, 
% What Gleams from Caſques that ring 
« What Hoſts my Ofcar's Arm withſtood ! 
% How valiant Akovox's King!“ 
Who from his Cloud, is heard fo loud 
To daunt the Battle's Bray ? 
"Tis Usstx, Chief of Bards, in Grief 
For Gavra's fatal Day. h 


I ſee full many a ruin'd Tow'r, 
The Houſe of antient Fame. 

I ſee full many a pleaſant Bow'r 

That hides in Shades for Shame! 

The Hills that join thy Borders, Boyne / 
The tufted Vales between ! 

And glitt ring thro' yon Concave blue, 
Thy rival Spire, O Skreen ! 
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Proud Caltivation ceaſe thy Toi; 
This is no common Farm 
Shall Clowns here reap the golden Spoil 
Nor Glory take Alam? 
Theſe royal Fields to fraght ? 
And Gods look down without a Frown 
TH intruding Grain to blight ? 


My Eyes o'er Hill and Dale advance, 
A various Proſpect wide, 

Where flouriſh'd Cairbar's magic Lance ! 
Where Erion s Heroes dy d! 

No more on high charm'd Banners fly ; 

. A faded Scene I fee : 

While, underncath, fad Voices breathe 
From yonder proftrate Tree. 


* Behold me here, who once could grow 
* Aloft, and proudly bear 
My Treſſes green, now fallen low, 
Since Autumn firipp'd my Year ! 
* Behold me ſpread, of Heroes dead 
The Memory to proclaim, 
Till Fergus” Verſe his Cloud ſhall pierce 
And call chem back to Fame 
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Here roſe on high the banner'd Hall, 
While gave the Oaks their Glare; 
Here ſhone the gorgeous Feſtival, 
For ev'ry Soul to ſhare : 

To deathleſs Themes, by Gawra's Streams, 
His Lyre old Fergus ſtrung ; 
While Angels near, from ev'ry Sphere, 
Came liſt'ning where he ſung, 


What Fires ſo brightly meet mine Eye 
Acroſs yon level Plain? 

"Tis Patrick's Incenſe I deſcry, 
Deſpis'd by Kings—in vain! 

The Word of Grace, to Cormac's Race, 
And Connal's gen'rous Soul, 

So brightly came, twas Light, *twas Flame, 
"Twas Pow'r beyond Controul 1 


Who but the Saint could Altars build 
To damp th' imperial Fire? 

Who, who but He from Teſſia's Field 
Bade noxious Beaſts retire ? 

Before the Car of Heav'n's bright Star, 
As leſſer Glories fade, 

Before the Saint vain Idols faint, 
Such Pow'r their Hoſts diſmay'd ! 
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Behold ! from Roſa's verdant Vale, 
While huſh'd is Ocean's Roar, 

Th obſequious Winds attend his Sail 
To Erion's favour'd Shore: 

O' er Brega's Plain he leads his Train, 
Where Tamar's Thrones ariſe: 

A thouſand Foes his Way oppoſe, 
Ten thouſand He defies! 


What Seal its bright Intaglio wears? 
From old Etruria's Cave, 

That Seal and glitt'ring Staff he bears, 
To him a Hermit gave: 

In Awe of this pale Millions kiſs 
The Footing of his Feet : 

At whoſe Command high Setrs ſtand, 
And Kings reſign their Seat! 


But who are Theſe that come in Light 
O' er Tarah's clouded Hill? 

And whoſe the Eye ſo heav'nly bright, 
It mocks the Muſe's Skill? 

Two Daughters Fair, to Leogaire 
In Pagan Splendor grew : 

The Accents ſage of awful Age, 
Ev'n ſov'reign Beauty, drew! 
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If they are prais'd who ſweetly ſung, 
What Praiſes ſhould we pay 

To him, who, regal Dames among, 
Rais'd Tarab's rich Array? 

Let Ollabh then be prais d of Men, 
On Earth while Mortals reign ! 

And when high Fate this mortal State 
Renews, an Angel's Strain! 


Hail Plains, where Heroes, Monarchs paſs'd ! 
Where Sages, Prophets grew ! 
Whoſe Glory ſhall thoſe Thrones outlaſt 
That once all Wonder drew ! 
Time-honour'd Trim, thy Caſtles dim, 
By Henrys, Lacys, rais'd, 
Thy yellow Tow'rs no Age o'erpow'rs, 
No Bard can leave unprais'd ! 


Who loves to paſs unelouded Days? 
To quaff unclouded Air? 

Let him with me from crouded Ways 
To Tefia's Shade repair: : 

To Leixlip haſte with Venus grac'd, 
Where two Dianas reign: 

Or Dangen's Scenes, where Weſley wins 
The Graces to his. Train! 
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Or ſhall we viſit Carton's Seats 
Where winds the fpangled Wave? 
Where He, the choſen Y ouTH retreats, 
Who ſhall his Country fave: 
From Otbo ſprung, high Race, among 
Great Kings, thro' Glory's Year, 
Their State who kept, ere Pity wept 
G'er many a proftrate Peer 


Who has a Bard's, a Prophet's Soul? 
But He, to whom belongs 
Time's hallow'd Records to unroll, 
My Calvert; tho' by Wrongs 
Remov'd from me, again {hall he, 
While Shadows haunt the Sprays, 
With me repeat How fall the Great, 


How Gdory's Throne decays ! 


Hark, hark, how faintly o'er the Scene, 
The aweſtruck Tempeſt blows ! 
Rich Temples once adorn'd this Green, 
And royal Domes aroſe : 
But now no more tis as before, 
One only Pile remains; 
To tell to all, tho Kingdoms fall, 
Here antient Glory reigns.' 
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And is it juſt, this ſacred Sod, 
Should fall to vulgar Hands ? 

Where Finn, all glorious as a God, 
Led forth his Fene Bands: 

Should yonder Sun, his Zodiac run, 
Retire to ſhine no more ? 

Nor Column riſe, to tell where lies 
The Valour of Trenwore ? 


Here Erion's mighty Monarchs met, 
Debating mighty Deeds; 

In Glory's Field, new Scyons ſet, 
Thence greater Glory breeds: 

The Royal Bed, the Sceptre red, 
The Reins of equal Might; 

Here Nial held, ere Bryan quell'd, 
Fierce Lochlin's Pow'r in Fight. 


Arm, arm, in Freedom's Cauſe, ye Chiefs 
Repel th' invading Dare / 

Think of your Monarch's Pangs, his Griefs, 
His Bonds, his galling Chain; 

Let Bran the blind, ſtill kept in Mind, 
Be ev'ry Poet's Theme ! 

And Sitric fear'd for flaming Beard, 
Be drench'd in Gawra's Stream 
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But Gawra's Founts are now decay d, 
Or only pauſe in Sighs; 

And Tamar calls each diſtant Shade 
To hide her from rude Eyes: 

Alas! how ſtrange the mournful Change, 
Sad Erios ſuffer d, when 

From Albion's Shore, proud Navies bore 
Their Freight of little Men ? 


Where now is that illuſtrious Crown 
That Monarchs wont to wear? 

Where now thoſe Records of Renown 
Read only with a Tear? 

Ne'er be it told, That Crown of Gold, 
To hanghty Rome convey'd, 

The foul Diſgrace of Boroimb's Race, 
And Tamar's Shame betray'd ! 


The dire Effect of Dermond's Crimes. 


Kings, tremble at his Fate ! 
To Pleaſure's golden Bow'r, who climbs, 
Returns thro' Ruin's Gate 
. To Albion's Ear, ye Breezes bear 
This Tale of Tamar's Woe, 


That Worth alone exalts a Throne, 
« But Vices bring it low! 
K 


The melancholy conſequences of the War, 1641, had 
not yet ceaſed in Ireland at the Time of the Common- 
wealth, though ſeveral Years had ſince elapſed. 

The Conſpiracy of Rinuccini the Nuncio, with Owen 
O'Neal, to break the Truce of Kilkenny, had occaſioned 

ſuch Difturbance as was not ſoon to be pacified. 

The Marquis of Ormond had long endeavoured in 
vain, by oppoſing the Power of the Parliament, and 
treating with the Iriſh Rebels, to reflore that diſtracted 
Country to its Loyalty. 

Weimay judge what Calamities private Perſons muſt 
have endured, when a King England was reduced 
to the Neceſſity of ſeeking Shelter in a Scots Army. 

With the laft unſucceſsful Action, near Rathmines, 
periſbed the Hopes of Charles in Ireland. This Event 

aas ſhortly followed by the Arrival of Cromwell, during 
whoſe Lieutenancy the tragical Event, recorded in the 
Following Ballad, is ſuppoſed to have happened. 
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BALLAD I. 


THE MAID OF AGHAVORE., 
FROM THE FADED FLOWERS. 


FYJINCE I was a lively Lad, 

Aa the Springing Seaſon glad 
Ere beheld in its Domain, 
Or fair Summer in her Train, 
Or rich Autumn in his Years 
Sing I could, as Mavis clear; 
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Ere, alas, the Grief to tell ! 

Into Chains of Love I fell. 
But now ſilent I muſt be: 
Pity me, Swains, pity me 
Pity me, fince She's no more, 
Beauteous Maid of Agbawore . 


Then I knew not this World's State, 
Nor regarded Turns of Fate, 
How rebellious Erin roſe, _ 
Treating Albion's Sons as Foes 3 
Or how Sons of Albion led 
O'er her Plains Diſmay and Dread, 
Bidding Terror to prevail 
All around the Engliſh Pale; 

But now filent I muſt be : 

Pity me, Swains, pity me ! 

Pity me, ſince She's no more, 


Beauteous Maid of Aghawore ! 


Ere to Pow'r dark Cromwell grew, 
Only peaceful Days I knew; + 
Then it was my conſtant Care 
Ev'ry rural Toil to ſhare; _ 
To the Pow'rs that guard the Plow. 
Then alone I paid my Vow; © 
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Love as then I had not prov'd, 
Or the Rapture to be loy'd. 
But now ſilent I muſt be: 
Pity me, Swains, pity me 
Pity me, ſince She's no more, 
Beauteous Maid of Agbavore ! 


O what Changes Shepherds feel ! 

I was doom'd to carry Steel. 

O what Troubles had I miſt, 

Among Rebels, Rayaliſt, 

If I could my Peace have priz'd, 

And, as others, temporiz'd ! 

But as yet no Pains I try'd ; 

Yet I had not ſeen a Bride; 
Now all filent I muſt be : 
Pity me, Swains, pity me! 
Pity me, fince She's no more, 
Beautrous Maid of Aghawore ! 


To our Valley ſoon there came, 
As it chanc'd, a beauteous Dame. 
Looks She had, that far outvy'd 
All our fragrant Valley's Pride : 
Then, ſo gentle was her Soul, 

As if Hearts She ne'er had ftole ! 


( 7o J 


Sprung from a C bean Chief. 
But let Sorraw's Song be brief! 
Now all filent I ſhould be : 
Pity me, Swains, pity me! 
Pity me, ſince She's no more, 
Beauteous Maid of Aghawore ? 


O how happy had I been, 
Had I ſuch a Bride ne'er ſeen ! 
All ſo beauteous, as I ne'er 
Can find Matter to compare ! 
Curls She had, out-ſhining Jet! 
In her Eye the Sun was ſet! 
For her Shape, it was a Pine, 
Wreath'd with fragrant Eglantine ! 
But now ſilent I muſt be: 
Pity me, Swains, pity me! 
Pity me, fince She's no more, 
Beautcous Maid of Aghawore ! 


When I ſaw the Fair, I burn'd. 
She my Paſſion ſoon return'd. 
But when He, her Father proud, 
Heard her Faith to Aliens vow'd, 
Riſing in his Anger fierce, 

Soon he did her Boſom pierce 
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Wich that rude unrighteous Sword 
Wherewith loyal Breaſts he gor d. 
Now all mournful I muſt be: 

Pity me, Swains, pity me 
Pity me, ſince She's no more, 
Beauteous Maid of Aghawore ! 


Woods, that wave on Mountain Tope, 
O'er whoſe Moſs the Titmouſe hops, 
Tell my Tale to ruſtling Gales!  ' 
Fountains, weep it through the Vales ! 
And, with her own Sorrow faint, 
Let ſad Echo join my Plaint! 
Since I've loſt the brighteſt Fair 
E'er that breath'd our Valley's Air, 
Now all mournful I muſt be: 
Pity me, Swains, pity me 
Pity me, ſince She's no more, 
Beauteous Maid of Aghawore ! 


*. 


This Ballad is ſuppoſed to be written by Mordrid, Chief 
of the Bards in the Reign of Edwy, King of Northumber- 
land, whoſe Son Offa was Hain in the Battle of Hatfield 
Wood, A. D. 633. It concludes auith the Words of 
the Bard. 


? 
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THE DIRGE OF OFFA. 
FROM THE FADED FLOWERS. 


EE my Son, my Offa dies 
He who could chaſe his Father's Foes | 
Where ſhall the Kizg now cloſe his Eyes ? 
Where—but in the Tomb of Woes ? 


. *Tis there, thy ſtony Couch is laid! 
And there the wearied King may reſt— 
But will not Penda's Threats invade 
The Quiet of the Monarch's Breaſt ? 


No—my Son ſhall quell his Rage— 
What have I faid ?—ah me, undone! 

Ne'er ſhall the Parent's ſnowy Age 
Recall the tender Name of Son / 


O would that I for thee had dy d! 
Nor liv'd to wail thy piteous Caſe 
Who dar'd defy thoſe looks of Pride, 
That mark the Chiefs of Myba's Race! 


L 


L 74 J 


But, O my Son, I little knew 
What Pow'r was in that Arm of Might! 
That Weeds of ſuch a baleful hue 


The Laurel's beauteòus Wreath ſhould blight! 


Yes, my Son, the Shaft that thee 


Transfix'd, hath drawn thy Father's Fate ! 


O how will Hengift weep to ſee 
The Woes that on his Line await ! 


To ſee my Offa's lateſt Pangs, 
As wild in Death, he bites the Shore! 
A ſavage Wolf, with bloody. Fangs, 
The Lamb's unſpotted Boſom tore! 


Who never knew to give Offence, 
But to revenge his Father's Wrong | 

Some abler Arm convey him hence, 

And bear a Father's Lowe along ! 


Alas! this Tongue is all too weak 
The laſt ſad Duties to perform! 
Theſe feeble Arms their Taſk forſake l 
Elſe ſhould they riſe in wrathful Storm, 


Againſt the ruthleſs Rebel's Head 
Who dar'd:ſuch Laurels to deſtroy; 
To bid each Vintue s Hope he dead! 
And cruſh a Parent's only Joy 
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Inter him by yon ivy d Tow'r ! 
And raiſe the Note of deepeſt Dole 


Ne'er ſhould a Friend, in deathful Hour, 


Forget the Chief of gen rous Soul ! 


And o'er the Grave ere& a Stone, 
His worth, and Lineage high to tell: 
And, by the faithful Croſs be ſhown 
That in the Faith of Cbriſ he fell! 


Hail! valiant Chiefs of Hatfield Wood! 
Ne'er may your, blooming Honours ceaſe ! 

That with unequal Strength withſtood 
Th' Invader of your Country's Peace 


Now, round this Head let Darkneſs fall ! 
Deſcend, ye Shafts of thund'rous Hail ! 
Ne'er ſhall be faid, in Edwwy's Hall 
That troubled Ghoſt was heard to wail !” 


Then, with his feeble Arm, the Sire 
Into the thickeſt Battle flies. 

To die, was all the Chief's Defire. 
Oppreſs'd with Wounds and Grief, he dies, 


And let the future Soul of Rhime, 

If chance he cons of Edæuy's Praiſe, 
As high his quiv'ring Fingers climb, 
Record, that Mordrid pour'd the Lays! 


The Songs of Lycon and Timzus are the Remains of 
an antient Greek Author, who ſeems to have been co- 
temporary with Heliodorus, the renown'd Writer of the 
ZEthiopic Hiſtory. They were firft rendered into Eng- 
liſh about the Year 1640, and entitled, Certain an- 
tient Ballads of Lycon, inſcribed to that valiant Knight, 
© Sir Marmaduke Raudon, by his Friend N. L. with a 
© Sonnet.” This Tranſlation, with the original Greek 
M. S. are in the Hands of the Editor. In the general 
Preface to the Faded Flowers ts to be found the following 
Account of theſe Ballads and of Lycon. 

They all contain a beautiful Allegory, ſuppoſed to be 
founded on real Hiftory. The little we can diſcover of 
the illuſtrious Perſonage here celebrated is, That in him 
the antient Dorian and Spartan Lines awere united: 
That he ſpent many of his early Years in Delos, where 
he fell into the Acquaintance of the Author. That be 
was ſoon engaged in War, but upon what occaſion An- 
nals are filent. He appears to have ſurvived the Poet 
as there is ſome mention of his Abſence, none of his Death, 
in the Works, and even in the Song, entitled, The Mo- 
nument, mentioned in the laſt Poem of this Collection, 
the Hero is ſpoken of as flill alive. 

Timæus was another Friend of the Author, aubo un- 
fortunately died after a ſhort Intimacy. This Event 
occaſioned many beautiful Complaints, which have all 
periſhed, except a few Fragments. 

This Author often deviates from the antient Greek 
Mytholog y, wwe know not upon what Authority. And it 
ig obſervable in the Song before us, that he has made 
Pſyche, and not Venus, the Mother of Cupid. 

This Song, in its Deſign and Diction, is leſs ſimple 
than many others of the ſame Series. But if we conſider 

the Age in which they were written (ſo late as the fourth 
Century) wwe ſhall rather admire the plain and un- 


adorned Dignity of the others, than blame the Luxuri- 
ance and Brilliancy of this. 

The Poem, entitled, Kind Advice, makes a proper 
Conclufion to all the Songs of Lycon, differing ſomewhat 
from them in the Form of Stanza——which Cir- 
cumflance, as alſo that it abounds in Catalectic Lanes, 
is attempted to be preſerved in the Verſion. 

The Work of Heliodorus, Biſhop of Tricca, menti- 
oned in the former Page, is thus beautifully praiſed in 
the Ballad, entitled, The Loves of Lycon and Acanthe, 


s Sooner than Loves like ours can fail, 
. © Sooner ſhall Hate in Doves be bred ! 
Or Cbariclea's tender Tale | 

© By ſighing Lovers be unread !* 


The above Accounts and Obſervations have been 


chiefly extracted from the Papers themſelves. The fol- 
lowing Songs need no further Illuſtration. The three 
Sonnets which accompany them are, among many others, 
prefixed to the Series in the Faded Flowers. At the 
Cloſe was adjoined a Tranſlation of one of the Pſalms, 
alſo alluded to in the laft Poem of this Volume, 
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TO THE EARL OF MOIRA. 


OIRA ! the Muſe's Judge, and Cenſor juſt, 
Belov'd thro* Life, immortal in her Strain! 
Sprung from a Race, who ne'er betray'd their Truſt, 
Ne'er mingled with the venal, or the vain ! 


See, Lycon comes to court your Smile again! 
Sweet Lycon, ſtill to gen'rous Thoughts ally d! 
He ſhone not then with ſuch becoming Pride, 

When Lacy ſung his Praiſe in Charles's Reign, 


As now he wiſhes, to adorn thy Train ; 

And well I know, thine Ear will learn the Lays; 
Thoꝰ thou art Maſter of a courtly Stile, 

Yet can'ſ thou ne'er the rural Reed diſdain ! 
Thou too ſhalt Lycon love, and teach his Praiſe 
To ev'ry Shepherd of Ierne's Ile ! 


=, 
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SONNET 11. 


TO THE UNIVERSITY OF CAMBRIDGE. 


* Mother Cambridge, Nurſe of choiceſt Wits!" 
Thus ſung the ſootheſt Bard that ever ſung. 
But ah, unhappy Swain, ill thee befits 

To raiſe thy ruſtic Pipe the Bards among. 


O could I call the learned Mother mine! 
Or mine the living Lyre that Colin ſtrung ! 

How boldly then ſhould riſe th immortal Line, 
Loud as the Notes that Angel-quires have rung ! 


And Ye, that boaſt the Privilege divine, 

To make ſweet Aſſignation with the Joys 

That all by Camus flow'ry Border ſhine, 

Or bathe in his ſweet Stream, remote from Noiſe ; 
Till ſome new Lycon of your own ſhall riſe, 


O deign—O gently deign to look on mine 


N. 
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SONNET III. 


TO THE UNIVERSITY OF OXFORD- 


ND hail to thee, fair Redycina, hail 
Accurſed be the Wight whoſe envious Eye 
Could blaſt the tufted Flow'rs of Ii, Vale, 
Or wiſh to drain her chryſtal Current dry! 


Tho' Granta hears, from ſweet Armulla-dale, 
Loy'd Spenſer's Voice, let none of Thee miſdeem 
That ne'er thy Chzefs were cas'd in Freedom's Mail! 
Nor ſacred Bards beſide thy Margent dream 


Thine Sidney, Hampden, learned Chaucer thine ! 
And Thou, O Warton, that delight'| to ſing 
The Triumphs old of Ii, facred Stream, 

Can'ſt thou awhile thy own ſweet Lays reſign, 
To hear an artleſs Muſe begin her Theme, 
Thyſelf the choſen Prieft of Vir Spring? 


XK. 


1 
BALL AD III. 


"THE ARMS OF LYCON, 


TO LORD RAWDON, 


L'amor, ch' a pena e nato 
Gia grande vola, e gia trionfa armato. T4880. 


HUS Ehcbe ſpoke, divinely fair, 
« Beware my Ny»phs, beware of Harms ! 
Ye tim'rous Gnidian Maids, beware 
For Cupid riſes in his Arms 


If naked he inflièts a Wound, 
And ſavage Hearts are forc'd to feel; 
How dreadful will the Stroke be found 
When all his Shafts are barb'd with Steel! 


Retire ye Gnidian Youths, retire ! 
Or, if ye ſtill would fondly ſtay, 
With diſtant Awe, unſeen, admire ! 

My Soz has left all childiſh Play. 


No more his Leiſure he conſumes, 
With Graces link'd in airy Dance, 
To tend with pleaſing Care the Blooms, 

Or down the flow'ry Slope to glance 
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Or chaunt in Sylvar's careleſs Cave, 
Or ſkim the Pool with Pebbles light, 

Or part with 1w'ry Arm the Wave; 
My Cupid riſes. in his Might ! 


What are his Arms, ye Graces ſay ! 
Twas ye who ting'd from yonder ſkies, 
With radiant Hues his rich Array, 
To dazzle rude Invader's Eyes. 


What are his Arms, ye Cupids, tell | 

Since ev'ry wond'rous Pow'r is yours, 
And yours the Sport, by magic Spell 

To point the Shaft which kills, yet cures, 


What Arms can He require, who wields, 
Tho' naked, ſuch reſiſtleſs Darts ? 

Why ſhould He fear the Clang of Sh:elds, 
Who, ſafe himſelf, invades all Hearts ? 


A Shield, compos'd of Flame and Ice, 
Of contraries its wand'rous. Mold! 

That, ſeen at Diſtance, can entice 
Beholders, nearer to behold ; 


And neareſt drawn can nearer draw; 
Till now. Hearts burn, and now are chill: 

So blended was, of Zeal and Awe, 

Its Make, by Love's ſuperior Skill! 
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They loſe all Senſe, from Fire and Froſt 
So doubtful are th* Effects they ſhare. 
Thus Trees on Scyth:a's frozen Coaft 


Are parch'd and chill'd by magic Air. 


Indented on the Shield, were ſtrange 
Tales, of the Fate of Lovers old, 

Who felt from Lowe each wondrous Change; 
And now to Heat, and now to Cold, 


As varying Paſſions drive, they veer. 
. Unhappy Pbædra here is ſeen ; 
Sad Philomela lingers here; 

F And turns away the Brian Queen! 


And Cæneus, fair transfigur d Boy 
Who Lowe's reſtoring Pow'r could feel, 
And He, whoſe Paſſion ruin'd Troy, 


Here gleam'd in Gold, on Ground of Steel! 


But who, among moſt beauteous Things 
That charm and pain Spectator's Sight, 
Can paint the Luſtre of his Wings ? 
Not Maia's Son had Plumes fo bright 


And now in modeſt Guiſe reclin'd, 
They ſeem'd to guard his tender Breaſt : 
And now they roſe to meet the Wind 
That breathes from Saba's ſpicy Veſt ! 
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A. Chain oer captive Limbs to wind, 
Touch'd by that Ceftus Cypria wore 

When ſought She mighty Jove to bind, 
And Lowe o'ercame almighty Pow'r ! 


A thouſand Links compoſe that Chain, 
Each one a Spirit to enthrall ! 

Soft Words, that Hearts reſiſt in vain ! 
Soft Breath, | that melts an icy Wall ! 


Soft Sighs, that break the ſtony Heart ! 
Soft Thoughts, that dwell in Boſoms brave, 
And tempt ev'n Hate to join their Part! 
Thus mighty Lowe can all enflave 


To fave from killing Eyes each Friend 
His Face he thaded with a Maſque, 

Where Rays of milder Radiance blend : 
And, o'er his Head, a dazzling Caſque ! 


Helm of ſuch radiant Plume before 

Ne'er Magic wrought, nor Chief ſuſtain'd t 
So, from the Caſque Tilus wore, 

On Heav'n the Blaze of Glory gain'd! 


Guarded with golden Braid, around 
His taper Leg were Cuiſhes neat, 
Beneath with jaſper Buckles bound, 
To fave from Ill his fily'ry Feet! 
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The magic Sqword, the Shaft of Flame, 
Whoſe Wound whatever Mortal felt, 

Would with again to feel the ſame ! 
The Looks that to ſoft Pity melt ! 


The Tears, that ſavage Soul can quell ! 
Th' alternate Bluſh of Hopes and Fears! 

The Smiles, that Sorrows all diſpell— 
Such are the Arms my Cupid wears. 


The Song attend with cautious Care, 

Be timely warn'd, ye Gnidian Maids ! 
Ah! what avails it to be fair 

When Lowe the vanquiſh'd Heart invades ? 


Who is the Vanquiſber, but he 
Who conquers more by Lowe than Ire? 
Or who o'er Hearts enthron'd ſhould be 
But he, who ſets all Hearts on Fire ? 


Who fills, like Him, the Foe with Fear, 
Who wunarray'd, is yet in Arms? 

Who, who but He, rich Arms ſhould wear 
Who, only ſeen, each Breaſt alarms ? 


Go forth in Arms, my Glory, go! 
With all in gen'rous Deeds contend ! 
And never may'ſt thou meet a Foe 


But he ſhall wiſh to call thee Friend ! 
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Go forth in Arms, go forth, my Son ! 
No need to fear a Mortal's Rage. 
Already are thy Triumphs won: 
For Love can ev'n with Gods engage 


Ah, partial PHche ! what miſtake 
So fatal to thy feeble Son, 

Has Lowe deluded thee to make ? 
Ceaſe, Cupid, ceaſe, or be undane ! 


You know not what it is you wield=— 
The vain Attempt, my Boy, forbear ! 

Such radiant Arms, fo rich a Shield 
Lycon alone deſerves to wear f. 


Te 
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BALLAD IV. 


KIND ADVICE TO THE HAPPY SHEPHERD, 


Pefus eft quod diſertos facit. QuINTIL, 


APPY Swain, would'ſt thou be free 
From the Cares that follow me ? 
Shun the Muſes witching Train; 
Scorn thy Pipe, and leave the Plas ! 


For the Pipe brings no Relief 
And the Plain but echoes Grief! 
And the Muſes tuneful Skills 
Cannot charm thy Life from IIIs! 


Mark ye, where yon Waters flow? 
There pines a Bard, o'ercome with Woe, 
As to the ſad Water's Fall 

He ſings Timæus Funeral! 


"Twas of me he learn'd the Art, 

But ah—the Qui hath pierc'd his Heart! 
And hapleſs they, who fondly try 

To ſing of Woe as well as I! 
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Now of the Stygian Gulf he raves, 
Now pores in Ætna's ſulph'rous Caves, 
Till frantic Fancy reſts her Head 

In the burning Torrent's Bed ! 


Shepherd, ere it be too late, 

Would'ſt thou ſhun his wayward Fate ? 
Then leave the melancholy Plain, 

So ſhalt thou live an happy Swain! 


Oft, beneath the twilight Trees, 
Lurks a ſadly ſullen Breeze ! 

And Pan to Shapes of luckleſs Pow'r 
Oft delegates the lonely Hour, 


Where the Oak his gnarled Root 
Doth acroſs the Pathway ſhoot, 
Or with Linden's gloſſy Rine 
Laurer-Treſſes intertvrine 


While himſelf, to jocund Dance 

Bids the Dryad-Train advance, 

Nor breaks off the frolic Sound, 

Till the tell-tale Sun comes round 


Let the Breaſt that Cares oppreſs 
Dwell with Solitarineſs ! 

Nor change the Muſes deſert Springs, 
For the Joys that wait on Kings / 


1 


Tho' by Aganippe's Streams 

Antient Bards had golden Dreams, 
Deem not, bliſsful Life was theirs 
© Golden Grain is choak'd with Tares. 
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Tremblingly alive all o'er, 
Much to feel is to deplore, 
And the Soul of Senſes ſtrong 
Gives but Sorrows to the Song! 


Lows - — 
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Think'ſ thou, Care ſhall ne er invade, 
With venom Shaft, thy ſecret Shade? 
In Form of Lowe, he ſoftly ſteals, 

And unſuſpecting Hearts aſſails. 


Or, if his Way a diſtant Friend 
Should to thy lonely Threſhold bend, 

Like my Timæus, he may be, 

In Death, an endleſs Woe to Thee fk. 


Or, if thy Fates do not deſign 
That he ſhould die, and thou ſhould'ſt pine, 
As TI with Lycon, both may prove 

Abſence is Death to thoſe that love 


But it is not ſo in Court. 
There Cupid with light Dalliance ſports; 
And Venus in à kind Diſguiſe 
Looks milder thro' A/þafia's Eyes, 

N | 
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If a lov'd Friend ſhould die, tis there 
Thou may'ſ with Eaſe the Loſs repair: 

And tho* one Nymph ſhould faithleſs prove, 
Another will requite thy Lowe. 


Then, haſte thee to the Haunts of Men 
Nor let the little careleſs Wren, 

As thro' the Nut-Tree Shade he hops, 
Seduce thee to the ſilent Copſe. 


And, in ſome much-frequented Roony 
May'ſt thou find a tranquil Tomb 
While thy unpriſon'd Senſes fly 

To the Sphere of Harmony ! 


And let the gentle Slumber ſteal, 
The Shepherd's cloſing Eye to ſeal, 
And bring that future Life of Bliſs 
For which the Virtuous pant in This! 


Sweet Luxury of Souls refin'd, | 
How would it ſuit the wwlgar Mind? 
Let wulgar Minds at Diſtance keep 


Nor fright away the Shepherd's Sleep! 


**. 


FRAGMENT OF TIMAUS$, 


. 


FROM THE FADED FLOWERS. 
Meum quod pectus inaniter angit. Hon. 


HE laughing Pozwers 

=. That led the wanton Hours, 
When May was in her Prime, | 

Open'd the Cells of Flow'rs 
To airy Paramours, 
And bid the loveſick Poet ſigh in Rhime; 
With ſilent Step anon — 
Came forth the gentle Showw'rs, 
To give the Noonday cool to Lovers wan ; 
And every tuneful Swan, 
That loves Cayfter's Springs, 
Was there at that ſweet Time; 
And every gentle Note of gladſome Wings, 
That loves the balmy Gale to pant upon, 
Breath'd through the ſunny Clime, 


At that fweet Time, 

When, with Timeus, I 

Walk'd forth to take the Ai 
O Summer all too fair! 

O Bliſſes all too high 
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To be well ſped! 

Alas how ſoon, too ſoon, 

My Joys are fled ! 

O might I not have known 

'That ſweeteſt Flow'r, the ſooneſt blown, 

Is ſooneſt gone ? 

That cleareſt Stream beneath a Summer-Sky 
May ſoon be dry ? 


I never ſaid 
Can my Timæus die? 
Till he was dead! 
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PICTURES BELONGING TO THE CELL OF 
THE HERMIT THENOT, 


FROM THE FADED FLOWERS. 
PICTURE I. EDEN. 


EARD you ever of that Land, 
Fam'd by Joppa's noiſy Strand, 
Where high God his Manſion choſe, 
Where his holy Mountain roſe ? 


If you &er of Tzion-Hill 

Read, or Siloa's ſacred Rill, 
Ne'er, O ne'er forget the Time 
When I hallow'd all your Clime! 


Now, tho' deep engulph'd I lie 

Mid Baſſora's Surges high, 

Men once more ſhall me behold 
Crown'd with Onyx, Bdellium, Gold 
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PICTURE II. 


THE OAK OF MAMRE. 


AN the Flow'r of Zender's Side, 
A Or old Ladon's lily'd Pride, 
Or on Lyris Bank what blows 
Match the Tints of Sharon's Roſe ? 


Then, ſhould what falſe Ammon ſpoke, 
Drown the Strain of Mamre's Oak ? 
Where beneath o'erſhadowing Boughs 
The Sire of Nations paid his Vows ! 


Ilols ruin'd many a Grove. 
Ye, who Heay'n's pure Worthip love, 
Foreſts leave where Storms are rife ! 


And dwell with me, the Tree of Life 
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PICTURE III. 


THE TREE OF KNOWLEDGE. 


OW fair Science, art thou made 
Pandar to each worthleſs Trade! 
Ev'ry proud enquiring Eye 
Pries in Earth, and thinks thee nigh : 


Every Bird of tinſel Breaſt 
Hopes to win thee to her Neſt: 
Each aſpiring Tree of Ind 

In his Leaves Thee looks to find. 


To created Pride unknown, 

Knowledge dwells with God alone. 

Dying Adam mourn'd, that he 

Swery'd from Heay'n, not purchas'd Thee 


. 
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PICTURE V. 
THE PATRIARCHS. 


How bleſt the Patriarch's Age, 
Still, from verdant Stage to Stage, 
Paſturing on, where pebbled Brook, 
Or cool Shade their Fancy took ! 


Then, in Viſion deep and high, 
See the maſked God pals by, 
In ſuch dazzling Form of Awe, 
As, long after, Sinai ſaw ! 


Then, beſide the bowering Door, 

Or beneath the Cote, with pure 
Words, the mighty Lord detain 
Such the Patriarch's pious Reign ! 
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INSCRIPTION I. 


AT THE ENTRANCE OF THE CELL, 


N this Nook a Hermit dwells, 

Who prefers theſe filent Cells 

To the Cities noiſy Throng—— 
Gentles, do not think him wrong ! 


But paſs ſoftly by, for fear 

You {(hould fright his prying Ear, 
While he liſtens to the Sound 

Of the Flow'rs that ſpring around, 


If you hate the City's Din, 

He invites you, enter in; 
Enter in, nor deem it odd, 

% For a Soul to love his God,” 


* 


INSCRIPTION II. 


Ndiſmay'd by Fortune's Glare 
Taſte this calm and ſerene Air! 
He who guards theſe chryſtal Springs, 
Tho' He waves no ſeraph Wings, 


Nor his Weeds of heav'nly Mold, 
Nor his Harp of coſtly Gold ; 
Yet, as far as mortal Lyre 

Can to heav*nly Notes aſpire, 


Yet, as far as earthly Breaſt 
Can itſelf of Earth diveſt, 

He deſires aloft to ſpring, 

There with Seraphs bleſt to ſing ! 


- 


INSCRIPTION III. 


F none here can come, that be 
Not from worldly Paſſion free, 
Free from Madneſs, free from Folly, 
Free from ey*ry Thought unholy, 


Free from Falſhood, and from vain 
Luſting after ſordid Gain, 


Free from the vain People's Breath, 
Free from the vain Dread of Death; 


If ſuch come alone, but few 
Will approach the Hermit's View: 
Calm and tranquil be his Reſt. 

This World cannot afford a Gueſt 
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INSCRIPTION IV. 


HEN, who are they that alight - 
At his Threſhold ? Such a Sight, 
"Till of Film *tts purg'd and pure, 
Mortal Eye can ne'er endure ! 


Caſt thy mortal Film away | 

Ope thine Eyes, and ſee the Day 
And, if thou tnoſe Chains can caſt 
That to Earth have ty'd thee fait ; 


Then, thine Ear ſuch Accents ſweet, 
And thine Eye ſuch Forms ſhall meet 
Hoyv'ring o'er the Hermit's Cot, 

As only Enoch ſaw, or Lot! 


SONNET I. 


LY 
——— 
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TO THE COUNTESS DOWAGER OF BARRYMORE., 


do an Lin ere en wü 


9 high Deſcent, nor leſs exalted Worth, 
A Mein that might adorn the royal Sphere 
Can call from Shades ſeraphic Virtue forth, 
Still, Lady, ſhalt thou ſhine unſpotted clear ! 
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Thou knoweſt what in happier Ages were 
The Recompences of immortal Bards, 

Ere Meanneſs yet had crept from Manſion drear, 
Into thoſe Courts that ſacred Honour guards ! 


ER, Ss 


l 


Tho' now full many a Lording vain diſcards 
That Muſe, exalted by whoſe living Lays 

Their Anceſtors would ſacred Leiſure ſpend, 
Fame and approving Time their high Rewards; 
Lady, it will not be thy meaneſt Praiſe 
Hereafter, to be call'd, THE PoET's FRIEND! 
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SONNET II. 


For a Wing of Fire, where with to ſcale 
Yon turkis Concave, thence to ſnatch a Wreath 
For ſome bleſt Youth, who, clad in Virtue's Mail, 
Wings his bright Way, commiſſion'd to bequeath 


Heav'n's brighteſt Bleſſing to his natal Clime ! 
For him let Roſes bloom! let Myrtles breath! 

For him each Bard begin the lofty Rhime ! 
Lov'd in his Life, illuſtrious in his Death ! 


What Chief ! What Hero in his virtuous Prime 

Shall the rapt Poet ſing, the Harp reſound? 

Where ſhall I find him, Angels, tell me where?“ 

Sad Erin cries— in this degenerate Time 

© What Youth, his Country's Guardian ſhall be found & 
Our riſing Hopes and Hearts, reply KILDARE. 
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SONNET III. 
TO THE REVEREND MR. COMINGS. 


HE learned Critie, and the gen'rons Friend 
Have ever been the Theme of ſacred Bards. 
The faireſt Spirits ofteneſt condeſcend 


The Muſe to honour with their high Regards. 


Then ſince, my Comings, oft with thee I ſpend, 
The Muſe and I, delightful Hours and Days, 

Bright Hours where Wit, Good-humour, Spirit blend; 
Why ſnould'ſt thou paſs unnotic'd in her Lays ? 


Good-humour, Spirit, Wit, thy ſecond Praiſe. 
On Heav'n and thy Religion to attend 

Thy more exalted Joy, thy better Fame ! 

And can'ſt thou then peruſe theſe trifling Lays, 
And to their Author*pleas'd Attention lend, 
Tho' Kennicott ſtill trenables at thy Name! 


SONNET IV, 
TO THE REVEREND DR. BOWDEN, 


I F filial Duty, Learning, Virtue, Senſe, 

And, oft to Heay'n preferr'd, the pious Vow 
To merit ſacred Meaſures make Pretence, 

Bowden, to thee ſhould every Muſe allow 


The Gift of ſacred Minſtrelſie: Since Thou 
Dicd'ſt kindly read what Strains the Poet penn'd 
In his green Youth unſkill'd, and teach him how 
With Judgment, worthleſs Strains to recommend, 


Still ſhalt thou flouriſh in the Poet's Verſe, 
While holy Truth, ar ſacred Song ſurvive ! 

Or lofty Bards in Virtue's Praiſe rejoice ! 

Tho' Wit awhile thy Failings may rehearſe, 
(Ah Vit, too prone with living Worth to ſtrive) 
Dead, ſhe ſubmits to Truth's impartial Voice, 


*. 
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SONNET V. 


ON MR. BEATTY'S MINSTREL, AND OTHER POEM s. 


Ond'ring at Flights that I deſpair to reach, 
Nor leſs enamour'd of fo various Lays, 

As now to Heav'n's Magnificence can ſtretch, 
And all our Senſes raviſh with amaze! 


Anon the Muſe ſome dazzling Spell eſſays 

Her Scotian Vales to gild with unknown Flow'rs, 
Till ev'ry Hill reflects the magic Blaze 

Then o'er her Line the welt'ring Wave ſhe pours. 


Laſt, a ſweet Moraliſt, her Skill ſhe tries 

To melt, to mend, to humanize the Heart, 

With Love, Joy, Harmony, to charm the Wire! 
While o'er 'Thoſe orphan Babes ſhe pours her Sighs. 
Aw'd, as at Strain of Druid old, I ſtart, | 
Nor her own Minſtrel, while She ſings, require! 
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SONNET VI: 


IMITATED FROM PASTOR FIDO. 


Spring, the Parent of gay ſmiling Hours ! 
All Nature owns with Joy thy genial Reign 
Thou can'ſt relume the little Lives of Floww'rs, 
And bring their aromatic Souls again 
In this Profuſion of refreſhng Show'rs 
That glad alike, the Shepherd, and the Plain, 
Why am I baniſh'd from thy bliſsful Bow'rs ? 
Why am I only, doom'd to ſuffer Pain ? 


J little thought, when I was of thy Train, 
Where Bonnibells ſport with their Paramours, 
Little I dreamt, how Lowe was light of Wing ! 
How Friendſbip ſmil'd—too ſweetly to remain 
I little gueſt, what a ſad Evening lours 

Upon thy brighteſt Day, O genial Spring? 


* 
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SONNET VII. 


wr as my feeble Voice I try to raiſe, 
And pour the Stream of Extaſy divine, 
What is it that the Lore of Prudence ſays ? 

A Voice that ſilences the tuneful Nine / 

She tells me, © Powerty attends the Praiſe 

| © That Bards expect from each harmonious Line; 
© Ah hapleſs they! who, to their own Decays, 

© Deſire among the learned Throng to ſhine !* 


But all in vain what Prudence would require ! 
My " Friends, alas, they warn in vain ! 
Still I attend where Phzbus Altars blaze, 
The antique Trophies of his Walls admire 

I till, and oft ſuſpend the votive Strain— 
Alas, ye Nine, I ne er can leave your Ways ! 


THE END. 
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CONCLUSION OF THE FADED FLOWERS, 


AFTER SIR T. WYATT. 


Vale, longum Vale | ViRE. 


NCE more, my Lute, and then—be till! 
Since after This, another End 
Its deftin'd Meafure muſt fulfil 
Ere to thoſe bliſsful Bow'rs we tend 
Once more, my Lute, and then—be ſtill ! 


Once more, my Lute, and then—be till ! 
To warn the world to count their Days, 
Leſt they their ſacred Leiſures ſpill 
In evil Works, and evil Ways; 

And now, my Lute, thou may'ſ be ſtill! 


{ 109 J 


Once more, my Harp, and then— be ſtill! 
To which I ſung of Iſrael's Wrongs 
When the proud Foe, who wrought their Ill, 
Demanded one of Zion's Songs; 


Once more, my Harp, and then — be ſtill! 3 


Once more, my Harp, and then— be till ! 
To warn the World how they tranſgreſs 
Againſt the Lord of Zion- hill, 

Who loves his choſen Flock bleſs; 

And now, my Harp, thou may'(t be ſtill ! 


Once more, my Pipe, and then—be till! 
Attun'd to dead Timens Praiſe, 
Who taught his Bard the heay'nly Skill, 
Sweet Lycon's Monument to raiſe! 

Once more, my Pipe, and then—be ſtill ! 


Once more, my Pipe, and then—be ſtill! 
To warn the World how they affect 
Things all too high with ſtubborn Will, 
And ſtable Joy, for Man, expect ! 

And now, my Pipe, thou may'ſ be ſtill ! 
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My Pipe, my Tute, my Tyre, be ſtill! 
Vet ſilent ſhall not be your Fate 
When to Oblivion's duſky Rill 
Retire the Little, and the Great, 


„ My Harp ſhall found, when I am full! 


or 


NOTES TO THE PRECEDING POEMS. 


he Lines reckoned from the Top, omitting Titles, &c* 


SONNET TO THE KING, 


= AGE 8. I, 10. Azzian Line] Azzo, the firſt 
55 Count d' Eſte, traces his Pedigree back to Attilius 
+ Regulus who died at Carthage; from him deſcended in 
= a right Line that Azzo, the Founder of the Houſe of 
1 Brupſwick, who, marrying Cunigunda, Daughter to 
Guelf, ſecond Duke of Bayaria and Carinthia, became 
2 Father of Guelfo d Eſte. 


E LEGY I. 


P. 10. I. 2. Geraldine, &c.] Theſe three Ladies were 
celebrated by three of the Engliſh Poets, Lord 
Surry, Waller, and Spenſer. The fair Geraldine is 
ſuppoſed to have been the Daughter of Gerald Fitz- 
Gerald E. of Kildare, in the Reign of Henry VIII. by 
Margaret, Daughter of Thomas Gray, uis of 
Dorſet. The Family of the Geraldines are deſcended 
from Otho, an Italian Nobleman, who came to Eng- 
land in the Reign of King Alfred, as that of Gray, 
immediately from Queen Elizabeth Gray. 

L. 16. Folla's Jie] Folla, Ban, and Eire, were Queens 
to three Princes of the Race of Tuatha de Danans, who 
reigned in Ireland, from whence that Iſland received its 
three Names, and Albion was called ſo, qu. © Eile Ban,“ 
i. e. Another Ban.” This People firſt came to Ire- 
land from Scandinavia, under the Condu& of Nuadha 
the Silver-handed, in the Reign of Eochaidh, From 
their Skill in Necromancy they derived the Name of 


TudTd dedlbodo de ddnndn. 
Q 
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My Pipe, my Lute, my Tyre, be ſtill! 
Yet ſilent ſhall not be your Fate! hs 
When to Oblivion's duſky Rill 
Retire the Little, and the Great, 
5 My Harp ſhall found, when I am ftill ! 


NOTES TO THE PRECEDING POEMS. 
he Lines reckoned from the Top, omitting Titles, &c: 


SONNET TO THE KING, 


AGE 8. I. 10. Azzian Line] Azzo, the firſt 

Count d' Eſte, traces his Pedigree back to Attilius 
Regulus who died at Carthage ; from him deſcended in 
a right Line that Azzo, the Founder of the Houſe of 
Brunſwick, who, marrying Cunigunda, Daughter to 
Guelf, ſecond Duke of Bayaria and Carinthia, became 
Father of Guelfo d Eſte. 


E LEGY I. 


P. 10. I. 2. Geraldine, &c.] Theſe three Ladies were 
celebrated by three of the Engliſh Poets, Lord 
Surry, Waller, and Spenſer. The fair Geraldine is 
ſuppoſed to have been the Daughter of Gerald Fitz- 
Gerald E. of Kildare, in the Reign of Henry VIII. by 
Margaret, Daughter of Thomas Gray, uis of 
Dorſet. The Family of the Geraldines are deſcended 
from Otho, an Italian Nobleman, who came to Eng- 
land in the Reign of King Alfred, as that of Gray, 
immediately from Queen Elizabeth Gray. 

L. 16. Folla's Ile} Folla, Ban, and Eire, were Queens 
to three Princes of the Race of Tuatha de Danans, who 
reigned in Ireland, from whence that Iſland received its 
three Names, and Albion was called ſo, qu. Eile Ban, 
i. e. Another Ban.” This People firſt came to Ire- 
land from Scandinavia, under the Condu& of Nuadha 
the Silver-handed, in the Reign of Eochaidh. From 
their Skill in Necromancy they derived the Name of 


TudTd dedlbodo de odnndn. 
Q 
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P. 12. L. 1. Amphion) Horace, Art of Poet. v. 394. 
Dictus & Aupbion Thebane conditor arcis 
Saxa mowere ſono 1 & prece blanda 
Ducere quo wellet, &c. 

L. 4. Papinian Strain] The Thebais, a Latin Heroic 
Poem, written by Papinius Statius. This Epithet is 
alſo uſed by William Thompſon in his Poem, called 
Sickneſs, B. 2. 

What wonder ? when an Infant he apply'd 
The loud Papinian Trumpet to his Lips, &c. 

L. 11. Timotheus] The Muſician introduced in Mr. 
Dryden's Ode, who attended Alexander the Great to 
his Wars. He was baniſhed from Sparta for adding 
a tenth String to the Lyre. 

L. 14. Julio Gods) For an Account of this Picture 
of Romano Julio, ſee Monteſquieu's Eſſay on Taſte. 

L. 15. Young] The laſt Day, a Poem of Dr. E. 
Young. 

L. 16. Paolo Cato] Sir P. Paul Rubens's Head of 
Cato in the Collection of the Right Hon. the Earl of 
Moira. 

L. 19. Homer dard] Pliny, Lib. 17. C. f. Ingeni- 
orum fons Homerus. The celebrated Euphranor took 
his Idea of Jupiter Olympius from that Poet, as did 
alſo Apelles for his Picture of Diana, See Euſtathius, 
and Il. a. | | 

L. 21. The kindred Arts) Cicero (pro Arch.) and 
Mr. Pope, Art of Crit.) have both the ſame Thought. 

P. 13. L. 12. be ſung) To prove the great Antiquity 
of Poetry, it is only neceſſary to remark, that the 
Name of the firſt Poet is forgotten, while that of the 
firſt Proſe-writer is preſerved. Pliny tells us that Phe- 
recides, a Native of Scyros, who flouriſhed 543 Years 
before Chriſt, was the firſt who ſettled the Stile of Proſe. 
It might ſeem 17. ages on this Occaſion to mention 
the genuine Hymns of Adam, as ſtill extant in the 

ing of Spain's Library. 

1. 14. Memphic) ; 50 Lib. 3. V. 220. 

Phenices primi, fame fi creditur, aufi 

Manſuram rudibus wocem /ignar'e figuris. 


— 


17 4 


Epigramma ex Pauſania. 


Epnoey ITligicrdo©- Agio c TRY ny 
Kati T a&TALerw Mu ο¼ vita pero 
Zivcehoy . 


Aliud, De eodem ex Aliano. 


Abavralur Towra Agio KuzNou©- vo 
Ex Exe TeA&YE; αννν ona los. 


P. 18. L. 13. of ſpheric Chains) The Poet of Liberty 
has advanced the ſame Opinion in his Pharſalia. 
An fidere mota ſucurdo 
Tethyos unda wage lunaribus æſtuat horis ; 
Flammiger an Titan, ut alentes hauriat undas, 
Erigat Oceanum, fluctuſque ad fidera tollat, 
uærite, quos agitat Mundi labor, at mihi ſemper 
u, quacunque moves tam crebros Cauſa meatus, 
Ut ſuperi volutre, LATE ! 

L. 16. Comments) Jaquier, and another Jeſuit wrote 
a large Commentary on Sir Iſaac Newton's Principia. 

P. 19. I. 6. Herbert] The excellent Author of The 
Temple, and other ſacred Poems. Tis Pity he ſhould 
bave fallen under the Cenſure of fo juſt a Judge as Mr. 
Addiſon. But to uſe a bold Image which has been 
leſs properly applied on another Occaſion, * his Ble- 
miſhes are the Spots of the Sun.“ 

L. 9. Mede] Joſeph Mede refuſed the Provoſtſhip of 
Trinity College, Dublin, when offered him. | 

L. 10. Lightfoot} Author of The Harmony, and other 
learned Works. 

L. 15. Wharton) Dr. Thomas Wharton, Profeſſor 
of Poetry in Oxford. 

L. 17. Alfred) This Monarch founded the Univer- 
ſity of Oxford. Arthur and his Knights of the Round 
Table gave Occaſion to many old Songs and Romances. 
His Death is celebrated in a Work, entitled Morte 
Arthur, He is called in the old Iriſh Ballads, 
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L. 21. Plinlimmon] Mr. Gray has beautifully intro- 
duced this Mountain as under Awe of the Voice of a 
Welth Bard. 

© ——  Modred, whoſe magic Song 
Made huge Plinlimmon bow his KA Head! 


P. 20. I. 2. Amrac's Son] Hugh MAmmirah, King 
of Leinſter, baniſhed the 1200 Bards from his Domi- 
nion, together with Dallan F * their Chief, who had 
given him Offence, ſay ſome Authors, by demanding 
the golden Bodkin that faſtened the Monarch's Veit, as 
a Reward for his Verſes. Many of them retreated to 
the Court of Ulſter, when at the Interceſſion of Collum 
Cille, Biſhop of I, they were hoſpitably received, a 
Portion of Land being appointed for their Support, and 
many fingular Privileges granted them, which they re- 
tained for many Years. | 

P. 21. I. 3. Wings, &c.] Leonine Rhimes, Poems in 
all fantaſtic Shapes, &c. introduced by the Monks in 
dark Ages. The fame Abſurdity too found amon 
the Greek Minor Poets. Milton thus expreſſes bimſel? 
concerning Rhime : © It is the Invention of a barbarous 
Age, to ſet off wretched Matter and lame Metre : 
Avoided by the learned Antients both in Poetry and all 
goud Oratory. But according to the elegant Words of 


Maſon, 
| Bonds like theſe 
Twere greater Praiſe t' ennoble and refine,” 

L. 12, effer's Wrong) He was long in Priſon, 
in Exile, &c. ch Teſtament of Love x 

L. 14. Auguſta) The City of London (Peter's Dome) 
St. Peter's, Weſtminſter. 

P. 22. l. 6. Pindus] A Mountain of Theſſaly, ſa- 
cred to the Muſes. (Pereus) The River of Tempe, 
celebrated by the Poets. (Pſa's Stream) Alpheus on 
whoſe Banks were celebrated the Olympic Games, re- 
giſtered in the Odes of Pindar. All theſe Subjects bave 
appeared in Engliſh Poetry. ; 
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L. 14. Selma] Suppoſed to have been a Palace of 
Fingall. The Name is only to be found in Offian's 
Poems publiſhed by Mr. M*Pherſon. . 

P. 23. I. 10 florm-ſhbot Hail] Milton. P. L. B. 1. 
Thund'rous Hail 

Shot after us in Storm 

L. 13. Miſſetoe] This, and the Adder- ſtone uſed in 
the Druidical Rites, are ſufficiently illuſtrated in the 
Notes to Mr, Maſon's Caractacus. 

P. 24. l. 23. Owen's Ile) Innis-Owen, in the County 
of Donegal; a Peninſula ſituate between the Loughs 
Suilly and Foyle; called fo from Prince Owen, Son to 
King Neal, who reign'd there in the Palace of Ailech- 
Neid, 

P. 25.1. 9. Tityrus] Chaucer. 

L. 11. Hawzwthornden's, &c.] Author of the Hiſtory 
of Scotland, and a poſthumous Book, deſervedly en- 
titled, Poems of that moſt rare Wit, William Drum- 
mond, of Hawthornden !” 

L. 15. Key} Gray on the fame Occaſion, 

* Thine too theſe golden Keys, immortal Boy, &c. 

L. 22. Aftrophel} Sir Philip Sydney, Author of Ar- 
cadia, aſſumed this Name in his Poems. Spenſer, 
whom he patroniz' d, and who alſo beautifully lamented 
his Death, ſhadowed himſelf under that of Colin. 

P. 26. I. 1. What cannot Song] Marino L'Adone, 
Canto 13. | 

Chi fu, ch' a la tua lingua, © Zoroaſtro, 
Conceſſe in prima autorita cotanta, &c. | 

L. 13. Zerdoaftres) Zerduſht, or Toroaſter, King 
Bactria, Inventor of Magic. 

L. 19. Faithful Shepherdeſs) A favourite Play of 
Fletcher, now almoſt forgotten ; from whence Milton 
copied many of the Beauties in his Comus. The Sad 
Shepherd, its Counter-part, an imperfe& Play of Ben 
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? P. 27. Il. 5. Every Virtue) Dr. Berkeley, Biſhop of 
Cloyne in Ireland, Mr. Pope thus ſpeaks of him; 
© To Berkeley, every Virtue under Heav'n !' 


AK 


L. 8. His Cave] Alludes to Mr, Pope's Inſcription 
on his Grotto at T wittenham. | 

L. 13. Leaſowes] The Farm of the late W. Shen- 
ſtove, Eſq; adjoining Lord Lyttleton's. 

P. 28. |. 5. Collins) Author of Oriental Eclogues, 
Odes, &c. 


L. 12. The Praiſe of Gods) Horace Art of Poetry. 
Muſa dedit fidibus Diwvos. 


L. 20. Chieftain bold) Hampden. | 

L. 23. Creſfſy] The Battles of Creſſy and Poitiers, 
celebrated in two Poems by Aleyn. 

P. 29. I. 2. Champion] Brutus. See Plutarch. 

L. 8. Hervey] W. Hervey died at Cambridge in the 
Vear 1642. His Death was lamented in a beautiful 
Poem, by Cowley, 

L. 9. Atenſide] Author of The Pleaſures of Imagi- 
nation, &c. He died ſince this was firſt written. 

L. 11. Maſon) Author of Elfrida, &c. patronized by 
the Earl of Holderneſſe. 

L. 19. Delli]! The Throne of the Mogul, richly, 
adorned with Diamonds. | 

L. 20. Tenglio] Maupertuis, Fig. de la Terre. Je 
Fus ſurpris de trouver os les bord, i pres de la Zone 
glace, des roſes auſſi vermeilles ple en naiſſe dans nos 
jardins.“ The Beauty of this River is allo celebrated 
in Mr. Thomſon's Winter. 

L. 22. the Arab] This Nation paſſionately fond of 
their Poets, whoſe Works are preſerved in a Repolitory 
called Khaaba. | 

L. 24. Baſtia] The late Diſtreſſes of Corſica, under 
the brave Paoli, a fine Subject for heroic Poetry. 

P. 30. | 8. Elegiac Muſe] * Lachryma lachrymarum' 
Or, the Spirit of Tears diſtilled for the untimely Death 
of Prince Henry, written by Lord Herbert of Cherbury, 

Joſhua Sylveſter, &c. 

L. 12. Haywood] Author of a divine Poem, entitled, 
The Hicrarchies, 
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P. 32. I. 22. Quirinus] Romulus. 
P. 33. 1. 9. Mauſoleum] The Mauſoleum of Au- 


guſtus. 


P. 34.1. 3. The Bard] The followin Paſſage of Ju- 
venal I am obliged to tranſcribe, as well for its Beauty, 
as for the honourable mention made of theſe Iſlands. 


Illuc, heu miſeri ! traducimur, arma quidem ultra 

Littora Juvernæ promovimus, et modo captas 

Orcadas, et minima contentos nocte Britannos : 
Sed que nunc populi fiunt victoris in urbe, 

Nox FACIUNT ILLI, QUOS VICIMUS! 


L. 4. Th Hiftorian) The Words of Jugurtha in 
Salluſt, Omnia Rome venalia. To this allo agrees 
the modern Paſquinade, ſuppoſed to be ſpoken by the 
holy Dove, as quoted by Madam Bocage. 


Omnia venduntur Rome ; vel Dogmata Chriſti ! 
Et, ne me wvendant, avolo, Roma vale ! 


P. 35. I. 4. Deſpis'd Barbarians] The Degeneracy of 
modern Greece _ be learned from Moutraye, and 
other Travellers. he Romans of old ſeemed to en- 


tertain the ſame Opinion in that Reſpe& with the Turks 


at preſent. 


Greculus eſuriens, in cœlum, juſſeris, ibit, Sc. 
ELEGY III. 


P. 38. I. 5. Dtmetas] The Author's Tutor in Tri- 
nity-College, Dublin, Dr. T. Wilſon. 


E L RB G.Y IV. 


P. 41. I. 14. Penſive Pleaſures] Collins' Ode to 
Evening, - 
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The penſive Pleaſures ſweet 
© Attend thy ſhadowy Car !' 


ODE I. 


P. 44. I. 7. Hyperion's Temple) The Temple of the 


Sun at Heliopolis, in Arabia. 


Perque leves auras Hyperionis urbe potitus, 
Ante fores ſacras Hyperionis ade reponit. 
Ovid. Met. 15. 


O D E Il 


P. 48. I. 19. Erin's Right) At the Council of Con- 
ſtance, the Legate of the King of England had Prece- 
dence in Right of Ireland. | | 

L. 21. Schomberg's Chief] Meinhardt, created Duke 
Schomberg by King William, was killed at the Battle 
of the Boyne. . A ſmall Stone was erefted to his Me- 
mory in the Choir of St. Patrick's, Dublin, at the Ex- 
pence of the Dean and Chapter, 17. 


O D E III. 


P. 52.1. Zender] On this River ans cy ſtood the 
famous City of Hecatompylos, deſtroyed by Timur-bec. 
It was rebuilt by Schah Abbas, with the Name Spahan, 
in the Year 1626. | | | 

L. 15. Panchia] A Name of Arabia Fœelix. Virg. 
Georg. 2. 


=—Thuriferis Panchaia dives arenis. 
L. 18. Toſcar] A Rock in the Sea, oppoſite to Wex- 


ford 


"x 23. In Frenzy roll] Shakeſpeare. 
The Poet's Eye in a fine Frenzy rolling, &c. 
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ODE IV. 


P. 58. I. 18. The Hoſe, Sc.] A Line of Spenſer. 
P. 59. I. 17. Behold me here) The aged Pompey is 
thus beautifully compared to a venerable Oak by Lucan. 


Stat magni nominis umbra. 
Qualis frugifero Quercus ſublimis in agro 
Exuwias weteres populi, ſacrataque geflans 
Dona ducum, nec jam validis radicibus herens, 
Pondere fixa ſuo eft : nudoſque per atra ramos 
Effundens, trunco, non frondibus, efficit umbram: 
Ac quamwis primo nutet caſura ſub Euro, 
Tot circum fulve firmo ſe robore tollant, 
SOLA TAMEN COLITUR, 1. 143. 


P. 60. 1. 13. Cormac's Race] Sinnel, the tenth from 
Cormac King of Leinſter, was the firſt Convert to St. 
Patrick in . Y 1 

L. 14. Con Brother to King Leogaire, Great 
Grand-Father to Collum Cille. 8 

L. 18. T5 Imperial Fire] At the triennial Conven- 
tion of Tara, it was penal for any Perſon to kindle a 
Fire before the King's had appeared from the Hill, on 
Account of an old Prophecy which gave away the King- 
dom to the firſt that tranſgreſſed ſo with Impunity. 

L. 23. Vain Idols] The Chief of them was called 
Crum Cruadh, attending on whoſe Worſhip, King 
Tighermas with man of his Subjects fell down dead. 
This was alſo the Idol of Zerduſt. 

P. 61.1. 1. Roſa's Vale] Vallis Roſſina, near Mene- 
via, or St. David's, according to Llhuid and Cambden, 
the Birth-place of St. Patrick. To this Opinion ac- 
cedes the Tranſlator of the Golden Legend. 

L. 10. Hetruria's Cave) In a certain Iſland in the 
Tyrrhenian Sea, the Solitary Juſtus 22 St. Pa- 
trick with a Staff, which was long after preſerved as a 
Relick in Ireland. It lay in Chriſt Church, Dublin, till 
1538, when it was burnt with other Relicks. St. Ber- 
nard ſays it was covered with Gold and Gems. 
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P. 62. I. 3. Regal Domes among] Ollamh Fodhla, 
the 2oth from Heremon, firſt ordained the Royal Aſ- 
ſembly of Tarah. Dames, by Miſtake in the Text. 
IL. 15. Yellow Joao ra] The yellow Steeple belong- 
ing to the Abbey Church of Canons regular at Trim, 
famous for its Statue of the V. Mary, was half de- 
ſtroyed in Cromwell's Time. The Remainder ſtill 
ſubſiſts. This Statue was burned in 1538. 

L. 21. Leix/lip, Dangan] Seats of the Right Hon, 
the Counteſs of Maſſareene, and the Earl of Morning- 
ton. The latter is ſituate near Trim. ; 

P. 63. I. 8. Proftrate Peer] Six Geraldines, going 
over to England in a Ship called the Cow, according to 
an old Prediction, were put to Death by Order of Hen. 
VIII. Feb. 3, 1536, &c. 

L. 12. Calvert] The Rev. Auguſtus Calvert, late 
Chaplain to the Magdalen Aſſylum in Dublin. 

P. 64. I. 8. Trenvore] The Pedigree of Finn 
Beoiſgne, Trathall, Trenvore, Cumhal, Finn. 

L. 13. Sceptre red] Hence Cairbre is nam'd in the 
old Songs, cdinbne cndnmudid. 

L. 16. Lochlin] Denmark, ſo called in the old Songs. 


P. 65. I. 7. From Albion's Shore) The Invaſion of 
the Engliſh in 1172. 

L. 16. To haughty Rome] Donagh, Son to Bryan 
Boroimbhe, going to Rome, carried with him the Crown 
of pure Gold worn by his Anceſtors. 


BAL L A D II. 


P. 73. I. 7. Penda) The Son of Wyba, King of 
Mercia, Rival in Power to King Edwy, who met him at 
the unfortunate Battle of Hatfield Wood. 

P. 74. 1. 7. Hengift] King Edwy was of the Line of 
Hengiſt, the firſt Saxon who reigned in England. 


INTRODUCTORY SONNETS TO BALLAD III. 


P. 79. I. 1. My Mother, &c.] A Line of Spenſer, | 


* 
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P. $0. I. 1. Rhedycina] A Name of Oxford (Granta) 
of Cambridge. 


BALL AD III. 


P. 83.1. 3. Thus Trees] Plin. N. H. Arbores adu- 
runtur tam Os frigidiore quam calidiore. | 
L. 12. Turns away] Virg. ZEn. 6. 


Ila ſolo fixos oculos averſa tenebat 
Et juvenis quondam, nunc fœmina Cæneus, &c. 


P. 34. I. 19. So from the Caſque] See Virg. . 2.682. 
Ecce, lewis ſummo de vertice wiſus Tuli, &c. 


BALL AD IV. 


P. 87. 1. 4. Scorn thy, &c.] A Line of Congreve. 
P. 88.1. 15. Rine] Spenſer Shep. Cal. Eclog. 2. 


But now the grey Moſs marr'd his Rine.” 


See alſo Shakeſpeare corrected by Mr. Upton, Midfum- 
mer Night's Dream, A. 4. ; 

L. 22. Searing] A Word of Sir P. Sydney. 

P. 89. I. 5. Tremblingly, &c.] A Line of Mr. Pope. 
P. 93. I. 2. Joppa] See Joſephus, De bello Jud. 3. 3. 


INSCRIPTIONS. 


P. 93. I. 10. Mid Baſſora s, &c.) There is an old 
Tradition, that the Iſle of Paradiſe, after the Expulſion 
of the firſt Pair, was thrown adrift into the Perſian 
Gulph. 

P. 94. I. 1. The Flower) The Jonquil. 

L. 5. Ammon] The Temple and oracular Wood of 
Jupiter, in the Deſart of Lybia, where Cambyſes's Holt 
was deſtroyed. See Herodot. Dio. Sic. I. 17, &c. 
He had alſo a vocal Grove at Dodona. 
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L. 8. The Sire] Abraham. See Gen. xiii. 18, &c. 

L. 12. The Tree of Life] That ſome particular maſt- 
bearing Tree was the ſymbolical Tree of Life in Eden, 
we learn from the Targum of Onkelos, The Chaldee 
Paraphraſt on Gen. iii. 8. calls it b,. Moſes Rod is 
fuppoſed by ſome Jews to have been a Branch of this 
Tree. The Oak of Mamre was ſtill ſtanding, and the 
Reſort of Pilgrims in Conſtantine's Time. 

P. 95.1. 7. Tree of Ind) The Indian Fig, ſuppoſed 
by many to have been the Tree of Knowledge. 

P. 96. I. 3. Paſturing on] Thomſon, Caſtle of Ind. 


And paſtur'd on from verdant Stage to Stage. 
s ON N ETS. 


P. 102. 1. 1.] Shakeſpeare. Prol. Hen. 5. 


O for a Muſe of Fire, to aſcend 
* The brighteſt Heav'ns, &c.“ 


P. 103.1. 7. Spirit blend] Dr. Young, Ocean. 
© Where Wit, Good -humour, Spirit flow.” 


L. 14. Kennicot] Author of Diſſertations on the He- 
brew Text, &c. g 
P. 105. I. 12. Thoſe Orphan Babes] The Babes in 
the Wood,” an old Ballad. See the Minſtrel. 
P. 107. Sonnet 7.] Ovid, abounds with theſe beau- 
tiful Complaints. 


Ruid niſi, Pierides, folatia frigida reſtant ? 
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